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PREFACE. 




ilH£ larger Poems in this collection have already 
appeared in three separate volumes, under the titles 
of "The Dirge of CNeUl," "The School of the 
Sabbath," and "The Voice of a Year," The prefaces attached 
to each are retained, and w^ill explain the origin of the pub- 
lications with which they are respectively connected. These 
effusions appear in chronological order, and are to the Author 
so many landmarks of his life. 

" The Dirge of O'Neill," the first-born of the Muse, was 
written in the year 1816, when the heart and head were 
full of the then inspiring subject — the Irish Harp, The 
death of O'Neill, the favorite harper of the day, called forth 
the Poem. , 



vi. PREFACE. 

The next volume, published in the year 1822, entitled 
"The School of the Sabbath," was suggested by an enthu- 
siastic attachment to the cause of Sunday School instruction, 
the good effects of which, for a number of years before, the 
Author had witnessed as a Teacher. 

The leading Poem of the third volume, " The Voice of a 
Year," is descriptive of the scenes of the great political drama 
' enacted in 1 848, when the convulsions of Continental Europe 
prostrated so many thrones and accomplished so many revo- 
lutions. 

The smaller Miscellaneous PFeces owe their existence to 
the impulse of particular occasions, and were written to cheer 
many an hour iimid the toils and anxieties of mercantile life. 

Nearly half a century has now passed away since the Author 
first awoke to the charms of song, and now that he has reached 
the age of three score years and ten, he feels a singular 
pleasure in leaving behind him so many memorials of his 
pilgrimage. 

William M'Comb. 

Belfast, May, 1864. 
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DIRGE OF O'NEILL. 



•* Why deeps the Harp of £rin*s pride ? 

Why withering droops its shamrock wreath ? 
'why has that song of sweetness died 
Which £rin*s Harp alone can breathe ?** 

OwiNSON. 

** The flower of the valley was low, and the grey thistle raised its head on 
the grave of the Minstrel — ^the sound of his Harp was no more !** 

OSSIAN. 



PREFACE. 



Thz death of 0*Nxill, the last of Minstrel race — a hard whose varying 
melody has inflamed the patriot with so much enthusiasm, and whose strains . 
were wont to recal so many feelings dear to every Irishman — presented a sub- 
ject peculiarly inviting to the Muse, and displayed a theme on which the 
youthfiil poet^ and admirer of the wild harmony of the native Irish, might 
love to dwell. O'Nmll was much esteemed m the North of Ireland 5 his 
age commanded reverence, and his talents respect. His harp breathed the sok 
song of love, or boldly told the tale of vnr. Rich in the variety of cadence, 
it woke the sigh of sympathy, or roused to daring deeds of might. Whilst 
heroes were eulog^ed, the death of warriors and sages celebrated; whilst 
epitaphs graced the monuments of the proud and the great, and funereal songs 
announced the fall of the mighty, the author of this work conceived it would 
prove an indelible disgrace to the lovers of Irish melody, were the name of 
0*Nkili. permitted to slumber in the grave, unhonoured and unknown. 
Animated by these feelings, he indulged the inspiration of fancy, and, with a 
melancholy pleasure, commenced the ** Dirgx or O'Neill.** In pursuing a 
subject so calculated to awaken the soul of song, many associations arose to his 
mind, which the recollection of former days — days when our native country 
stood pre-eminent for her valour and her glory — could not restrain.* Hence, 
the poem assumed a lengthened form, which exceeded his own expectation, 
and presented an appearance beyond his original design. 

On showing the nursling of his labour to some of his friends, the author 
was requested to publish it. To a request, mvolving the publicity of his 
character as a poet, and his reputation as a writer, with diffidence he was 
induced to comply. He trusts, however, that an impartial and generous 
public will overlook those faults which were never meant to meet the ordeal 
of critic inspection, nor dare the approval of the literary world. 

j^prily 1 8 17. 
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THE DIRGE OF O'NEILL. 



jF'alt the gifts which Heaven bestows. 
To ease this pilgrimage of woes. 
To gild the sun-beams as they shine. 

Sure Sympathy's the most divine ! 

Oh ! dearest relative of Heaven, 

To mortals thou art surely given 

To wipe the tear-drop from the eye. 

Make Pity's self forget to sigh. 

Convey the throb from pole to pole. 

And give communion to the soul. 
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II. 

Harp of my country, wild and rude ! 
Now shrined in widowed solitude. 
Neglected are thy orphan strings. 
For thee no hoary minstrel' sings ; 
Oblivion's cloud again appears. 
And lowers with gloom of former years ; 
But though there be no bard to raise 
The hallowed song of other days 
Thou shalt not sleep, thou shalt not die. 
Till Heav*n return a symphony. 
Till thou hast rais'd a mournful wail 
O'er thy respected sire, O'Neill ! 

in. 

Ill hang thee on the willow tree. 

The winds of Heav'n shall breathe on thee ; | 

And holy shall thy death-«ong swell. 

Whilst ev'ry whisp'ring breeze shall tell. 

The harp that on the willow tree 

Awoke the Zephyrs' sympathy. 

IV. 

Breathe soft, thou melancholy strain. 

For see ! my country weeps ; 
Touch not, ye winds, that chord again \ 

Tis painless when it sleeps ; | 

For, oh ! the music of that wire. 
Each patriot passion sets on fire. > 
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It was the strain lie loved to hear, 

Twas pity's softest sigh ; 
The touchy the thrill, awoke the tear 

Within his sightless eye : 
Oh, Erin ! 'twas thy fav'rite air 

The pensive chord would start. 
Though oft the messenger of care 

To thy last minstrel's heart; 
He'd weep, and play it o'er again — 

** Sam bttirne DeelisV^ was the strain, 

VL 
And often, when his soul was sad. 

Some planzty's lively lay 
Would make him eloquently glad 

And drive all care away. 
Fvc sat enraptured by his knee. 

When *' Kitty TyrreU's"* air 
First woke my heart to melody — 

The soul of song was there — 
And thence awoke my youthfvd lyre. 

First spark of patriotic lire. 

VIL 
IVe gazed upon the leafless stem. 
The martyr of the blast, 

* The song ^ Eiin my Country** which appears among the Miscellaneous 
Poems in this volume, was first suggested to the author by hearing 0*Neill play 
the beautiful air of " Kitty Tyrrell.*' 
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And seen the oak's green diadem 

Upon the desert cast : 
But — that I ne'er had seen the day. 
Resigned as tenant to the clay. 
Him who kept discord in control. 
Gave every strain the '* flow of soul," 
Bade the full tide of feeling start. 
And harmonized the human heart ! 

vm. 

•* Some feelings are to mortals given. 
With more of earth in them than Heaven ;** 
But never shall one thought intrude 
Within this bosom's solitude. 
That shall resign to mould'ring earth. 
The offspring of Immortal birth. 
The spirit of the fallen sire. 
The last invoker of the lyre. 
Shall soar upon his country's plume. 
And leave untenanted the tomb ; 
The tomb that only now contains 
What of mortality remains. 

IX. 
Seek ye the bard's empassion'd fire. 
As erst he ^wept the trembling wire ? 
Enshrined with Ossian's hallowed throng. 
There, see the hoary son of song ! 
Enwrapt m CaHolan's embrace, 
O'Neill, the last of minsttel race. 
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Encircled with a druid band. 
Receives the crown from Ullin's hand : 
Lives there a bard, that would not die 
To join the sainted revelry ! 



Unharmonized the heart must be, 

Cold« pitiless, and rude. 
That would not weep, O harp ! for thee. 

And mourn thy widowhood. 
Farewell, bewildered harmony ! 

Ultonia's harp, farewell ! 
Long shall thy thrill of ecstasy 

In Irish bosom dwell ; 
For sweeter was thy native lay. 
Than Cambrian mountain-melody. 

XL 

There is a language in the heart. 

That mocks translation's skill. 
Unlearned in elocution's art. 

Small is its voice and still ; 
So still, that silence cannot hear. 

The whispers of its sigh ; 
So sad, that it awakes the tear 

Of sensibility. 

xn. 

O Erin ! loveliest land of earth. 

How could I weep and mourn for thee. 

When, from the glory of thy birth, 
I trace thy dying minstrelsy ! 
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When wand'ring through the vale of years> 
Midst dauntless heroes^ bold and free« 

I mark with sympathetic tears^ 
Thy sad and chequered history I 

xm. 

When first to life creation woke. 
E'er yet was forg'd th' enslaving yoke, 
Man roamed abroad content and free. 
And breathed the sweets of liberty. 
But in a dark and evil hour. 
Ambition, treachery, and power. 
Leagued, like the rebels of the sky. 
With Hell's imperious majesty. 
Dared to enchain in their control. 
The heir of Heav'n — the high-born soul. 
But though they aimed to grasp the world, 
A banner still remained unfurled ; 
Still were combin'd a chosen few. 
That stood a phalanx to their view. 

XIV. 

Heav'n, anxious for this noble race. 
Sought for their home a resting place ; 
Glanced o'er the islands of the deep. 
Viewed hill and dale, and mountain steep. 
Till in the waters of the West, 
An island reared its rocky breast. 
And though its front seemed rude and wild. 
It looked like Nature's fav'rite child. 
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For here and there a hill was seen. 
Clothed in a robe of brightest green. 
And though upon its cavemed crest 
The eagle built her rugged nest. 
It seemed a still more fav'rite part. 
For Freedom's sons have eagle's heart. 
And liberty delights to sleep 
In eagle nest on clifted steep. 
And loves on eagle wings to fly. 
And view the sun with eagle eye ; 
Such was the spot met Heaven's smile — 
She blest, and nam'd it ''Erin's Isle." 

XV. 

Not long th^ deluge flood had sped 
To ocean's deep and coral bed. 
The dove scarce pluck'd her olive wand 
From off the renovated land ; 
Jehovah's varied coloured bow, 
(His covenant with man below). 
Not long had vanish'd from the eye. 
Lost in the azure canopy. 
Till Beatha's son by strict decree 
Of NiON, reached the Western sea. 
As on the verdant soil he gazed. 
He stood enraptured and amazed. 
For Sol had kindly lent his aid. 
And Heav'n, reflecting light and shade. 
Shed, now and then, a wanton beam. 
Upon the silver-visaged stream. 
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Which danced as if the rays were sent 
To light up fairy merrimeht, 
Adhna, transported with the viiew. 
Landed his entcrprizing crew, 
Pluckt, as a proof of anxious toil, 
A handful of the generous soil. 
Then bore away the Uaded swatd. 
And claim'd from Nxon the reward. 

XVL 
Long had the knell of ocean's roar. 
Rung solemn round the widow'd shore. 
And many a lonely Zephyr fann'd 
The foliage of th* unpeopl'd land. 
Till incense and prophetic fire 
Anointed Partholanus' sire. 
Woke Chaos from his drowsy sleep. 
Who froin the promontory's steep 
Plung'd headlong in the boiling deep. 

XVII. 

Then rose a bold and friendly race. 
Expert in warfiire and the chase ; 
To them were sacred haunted tower. 
The bard, the harp, and lady's bower ; 
The harp, whose deepening chords would roll 
In tones mellifluous to the soul ; 
The harp, whose numbers bold inspired 
The warlike breast which glory fired ; 
The harp whose sympathizing strain 
Made Love himself forget his pain. 
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XVIII. 
• Oft has the bard, in sportive mood. 
Decoyed the sylvans of the wood 
To some lone cave or mossy dell. 
To list the lyre's romantic spell ; 
And as the loftier notes would rise. 
In boldest anthem to the skies. 
The "child of song** would feel the glow 
Of holy inspiration flow. 
And as he'd gaze, O harp ! on thee. 
The vestal fire of poesy 
Would kindle in his breast a flame. 
Warmer than love or youthful fame. 
His grateful country raptured heard. 
And owned the magic of the bard : 
The laurel crown's unfading bays 
Honoured his patriotic lays. 
Even kings and heroes joined the cause. 
And lovely woman smiled applause. 

XIX. 
Not so, alas ! in modern time. 
The bard the heights of fame can climb ; 
A stranger to the world's respect. 
The child of sorrow and neglect, 
A flower exposed to tempests keen. 
That's bom to " blush and waste unseen." 
What though the tasteless throng may shed 
Their vials on his humble head. 
Unmoved by scorn he still remains. 
And draws his pleasures from his pains. 



14 DIRGE OF O'NEILL 

Though, poesy ! thou art of Heaven, 
Still much of earth to thee is given : 
The tear that starts in sorrow's eye. 
The anguished groan, the stripling sigh. 
The pang, the throb, the bursting breast. 
Are felt by thee — by thee exprest ! 

XX, 

Time was, when *midst the Gothic tower. 
Music held revelry with Power ; 
When chieftains' praise, or feats of skill. 
Each vaulted aisle with song would fill ; 
When warriors' prowess, deeds of death. 
Would stay the greedy list'ners breath ; 
When Beauty, with her melting eye. 
Would own the sweets of minstrelsy ; 
When even youths, with growing might. 
Would pant to mingle in the fight. 
And, roused with patriotic rage. 
Would dare the acts of riper age ; 
When age itself would grasp the spear. 
And stand the youthful chieTs compeer, 
FoifetftJ of the icy chill 
That checks the progress of his will. 

XXI. 

Erst have we seen in Tara's hall. 
Obedient to the minstrel's call. 
Beauty display her softest bloom. 
And warriors wave their crested plume : 
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There have we seen, a glorious sight ! 
Adorned with flowing robes of white, 
A hundred bards, with souls on fire. 
From hundred harps the strings inspire. 
Which such a martial fervour gave. 
As e'en would make a dastard brave ! 
There, in a simultaneous strain. 
In accents meet to banish pain, 
A hundred voices would conspire 
To rouse the patriot's slumbering ire. 
And nerve the chieftain's ready hand. 
To save hb own — his native land. 

XXII. 

For who, when music's mag^c charms 

Invoke our country's friends to arms. 

Would not his covered bosom bare. 

And all the toils of battle share ; 

Or in the doubtful struggle die. 

Ere he resign his liberty ? 

Who would not, when the minstrel's lyre 

Inflames the soul with martial Are, 

In fields of carnage yield his breath 

Ere hie behold his country's death. 

Or see a foeman's power enslave 

The bard that taught him to be brave ? 

Who would not, with impassioned sigh. 

Indulge the glorious ecstasy. 

That wakes to light the heav'n-bom flame. 

Which guards his own — his country's name ? 
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XXIII. 

Now would my muse recount the rime. 
When Science, borne on wings sublime. 
Waved o'er our plains her olive wand. 
And shed her radiance on the land. 
Far from the busy haunts of men. 
The glare of day, the vulgar ken^ 
Embowered in deep and silent glades. 
Lay learning's academic shades. - 
Kiiow, that in hallowed days of yore. 
Fair Science reigned on Ulster's shore; 
For Ulster's sons still owned the bard. 
Though other chiefs denied reward. 
Ardmagh ! thy ancient lore I hail. 
The glory once of Inisfail ; 
With thee Emania reared her head. 
And darkness from our borders fled. 
Boast not, ye light of modern days. 
Nor claim the wreath of learning's bays; 
Know that where patriot Walker fought, 
A school of Druids once was taught ; 
And long ere Doric's walls upreared. 
An academic grove appeared. 

XXIV. 

Derry ! the breathing of thy name, 
Awaken's friendship's hallowed flame. 
Gives youth a second birth to rove. 
While manhood lives in wedded love. 
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O Stebn ! my tried and early friend^ 
May happiness thy steps attend ! 
And when the sunset of thy day 
Sheds in thy breast its parting ray. 
May thy triumphant spirit soar 
With suns that rise to set no morel 

XXV. 

What time the proud invading Dane, 
Would dare our native land enchain^ 
Had not the valor of Boromb 
Preserved our liberties and home ; 
Then roused the bard, with soul of fire. 
The slumbering terrors of the wire ; 
Then Carnage called for bolder strain. 
Now Pity wept to see the slain ; 
Mercy now spread her golden wing. 
And saddened every warlike string. 
The battle ceased, the conflict o'er. 
The heath was dyed with foeman's gore ; 
Clohtarf re-echoed back the strain 
Of bard, of harp, and dying Dane ! 

XXVI. 

But though the day, Clontarf ! was thine. 
The evening made thy camp a shrine ; 
The martyr of each right to thee. 
The last remains of royalty. 
Stretched on thy blood^nsanguin'd plain. 
Lay numbered with the heroes slain, 
c 
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Empurpled with the gory dye. 

The hoary locks of majesty 

No longer shone with silvered hue. 

But blood-stained met the sickened view ; 

So wounded dove, with crimson'd wing. 

Looks, when the warm and purple spring 

Of life doth from its fountain flow. 

And dyes its lovely breast of snow. 

XXVII. 

Was there no requiem for the brave ? 
Yes — the last shriek that Freedom gave. 
Re-echoed round the bloody plain. 
And sang the death-song of the slain. 
It ceased ; but Freedom's frighted ghost 
Fled to the wild rocks of our coast. 
Woke Neptune from his oozy bed. 
To join in wailings for the dead. 
He rose, and quelled the troubled deep. 
Bade Boreas rock the winds to sleep ; 
Earth, air, and ocean, held their breath. 
As if creation slept in death. 
No sound disturbed the silent hour. 
Save from yon round and hallowed tower. 
This plaintive dirge of dying song 
Came borne upon a sigh along. 

SONG. 
Oh ! the sun of our glory is set in the West, 
Our monarch's consigned to the pillow of rest; 
The bard and the hero are left to deplore. 
That Brian, their freedom, and harp, are no jnore. 
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Lie lightly the turf on the breast of the brave. 
Blow gently the breeze o'er the head of his grave. 
For the tomb of the hero still sacred shall be. 
While the billow rolls on in the fathomless sea. 

Like the mountain-oak, heedless of tempests that blow. 
Though the storms of the winter enwreath it with snow. 
He fought and he conquered — for Erin he bled. 
Though the winter of age had made hoary his head. 

The moon rose in splendor, but quickly retired. 
She blushed at the life-blood when Brian expired ; 
The plains of Clontarf lay enshrouded in night. 
While Odin's dark spirit rejoiced at the sight. 

Mourn, harp of my country ! thy glory is fled. 
Thy strings soon shall rust in the grave of the dead ; 
And the bard that now strikes thee shall sink in the gloom. 
Till morn shall awaken the night of the tomb. 

For the sun of our glory is set in the West, 
Our monarch's consigned to the pillow of rest; 
The bard and the hero are left to deplore. 
That Brian, their freedom, and harp, are no more. 

xxvin. 

Twas then, O harp ! thy dirge was sung, 
Twas then thy funeral knell was rung; 
Thy patron gone, thy friend no more. 
Discord usurped thy sainted shore; 
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Hibernia, thus with foes enthralled^ 
Her music goiie^ her spirit galled. 
The charter of her freedom fled. 
The sun-burst of her glory sped ; 
Her harp soon mouldered to decay. 
The soul of song soon died away ; 
The plaintive wires, that soothed distress. 
Sunk into deep fbrgetfulness ; 
The bolder chords that roused the brave. 
Lay buried in oblivion's grave ; 
The softer, sweeter strings of love. 
By cold neglect soon ceased to move. 
Thus was our *' Island harp'' unstrung, 
" Unwept, unhonoured, and unsung ;" 
Thus was our glory left to die. 
And sleep beneath the Zephyr's sigh, 

XXIX. 
But Heaven^ still anripus for our fame. 
Viewed sleeping harp as Erin's shame. 
Bade, with a fiat froip the skies, 
Th^ buried .soul of musip rise. 
Hearkening, the sl\jmb'ring strings awoke. 
The portals of the tomb were broke ; 
The resurrection of the lyre 
Rekindled patriotic fire. 

XXX. 

Belfast ! the hallowed task was thine. 
To break the antiquated shrine. 
Thy relic's memory to save. 
From songless silence of the grave. 
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But short, alas ! thy tuneful reign. 
The harp but woke t6 sleep again ; 
To sleep within the narrow bed. 
Where thy last inrnstrd rests his head j 
Where lies interred, without a name, 
O'Neill, thy glory and thy shame! 

XXXI. 

Lamented bard ! neglected sire ! 
For thee no melancholy choir 
Sang the rude Caoine's plaintive cry. 
In numbers wild, but mournfully ; 
No Druid's prayer for thee was raised. 
No Seanacha thy actions praised ; 
For thee no filea joined the throng. 
To tell thy deeds in funeral song ^ 
Not e'en a single voice was heard 
To raise the death-song of the bard ! 

XXXIL 

Say, will the shamrock love to wave 
Upon the minstrel's lonely grave ? 
Say, will the blasted tree resume 
Its verdure o'er his silent tomb ? 
Alas, its smitten branch now weeps 
O'er the green turf where genius sleeps. 
Yet Heaven will plentifully shed 
Its dew upon his shamrock bed ; 
And as the glow-worm lends his light. 
The leaves will sparkle in the night. 
And friendly shall be found their ray 
To guide the stranger on his way. 
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CONCLUSION. 

Now evening o'ershadows the isle of the west. 

And the vespers of twilight are sung. 
The shepherd has hied to his cottage of rest. 

And the knell of the day has been rung. 
With sorrow I leave thee, O harp of the North ! 

For dark are the clouds that prevail ; 
Thy fate bade the offspring of Pity come forth. 

And a tear often saddened the tale, 
I found thee a widow bemoaning thy loss. 

And lamenting thy husband and sire ; 
I tremblingly ventured my fingers across 

The strings of thy sorrowing lyre; — 
And if I too rashly awakened a chord. 

That better in silence had slept, 
O ! blame not the spirit that prompted the bard. 

Who touched but the wires when he wept. 
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NOTI I.— Jhtff* II. 

Ttll Beathds jo», by strict decree 
Of Niarif reached the ivestem sea. 
The first person who set foot upon the island, after the deluge, was, according 
to some antiquaries, a messenger, whose name was Adhna, the son of Beatha, 
sent by Nion, the son of Pelus, to discover the soil of the country. He landed 
upon the coast after the flood, but made no stay ^ he only plucked up a hand- 
ful of grass, as a proof, and returned with it to his master. The adventure is 
mentioned by an old poet, whose verses are to be found in the Psalter of 
Cashel, and begin thus :— 

'' Adhna, Beatha^s son, we all agree. 
After the floods first tried the Irish sea. 
He proved the soil, and from the earth he tore 
A handful of rich grass, then left the shore. 
And so returned.'* Keating's History op Ireland. 

NOTE II. — page 12. 
Till incense and prophetic fire 
j^ointed Partholanus' sire, 
Adhna*8 visit, strictly speaking, ought not to be reckoned a peopling of the 
island, because the messenger made no stay, and left no inhabitants behind 
him ; therefore, the kingdom of Ireland lay wild and uninhabited for the space 
of three hundred years after the deluge, till Partholanus, son of Seara, son of 
Sru, son of Easru, son of Framant, son of Fathocda, son of Magog, son of 
Japhet, son of Noah, arrived here vAth. his people. This the poet takes notice 
of, after this manner : — 

** The Western Isle three hundred years lay waste. 
Since the wide waves the stubborn world defaced, 
Till Partholanus landed." 

Keating*s History of Ireland. 
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NOTE III. — page 12. 
The harp whose numbers bold inspired 
The warlike breast which glory fired. 
The bard had tx> attend his patron to the field of battle, and his harp was 
not less necessary to animate the spirit of the conflict^ than the rude music 
of the bagpipe in modem times. The ode composed for the occasion was 
called "Roig Catha^ ** the eye of battle.'* Numbers of these odes arc yet pre- 
served. Many are beautiful, animating, and seem evidently by their measure 
to have been set to mardal music. ^ O'Halloran. 

NOTE rv. — page 13. 
The " cmd of song'' would feel the glow 
Of holy inspiration JUw. 
The fbllowdng description of a bard in the moment of inspiration, is here re- 
corded to gratify the taste of the reader : — 

"He is entranced. The fillet bursts, that bound 
His liberal locks \ his snowy vestments fall 
In ample folds ; and all his floating form 
Doth seem to glisten with divinity.** Mason's Casactacvs« 

** The harper on the islet beech. 
Reclined against a blighted tree. 
As wasted, grey, and worn as he. 
To minstrel meditation ^ven. 
His reverend brow was raised to Heaven, 
As from the rising sun to claim 
A sparkle of inspiring flame. 
His hand reclined upon the wire, 
SeemM watching the awakening fire $ 
So still he sate, as those who wait 
Till judgment speak the doom of &te ^ 
So still, as if no breeze might dare 
To lift one lock of hoary hair ^ 
So still, as life itself were fled. 
In the last sound his harp had sped.** W. Scott. 

NOTE V. — page 13. 
And as he'dgaxe^ harp ! on thee^ 
The 'vestal fire of poesy 
Wotdd kindle in his breast afiame^ 
JVarmer than lowy or youthful fame. 
The poetry of the Irish bards was simple, afiecting, and animated, even in 
its degenerate state. And of a specimen which he had seen of it in a transla- 
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don, Sfbnckr says, that ** it savoured of sweet wit and good invention.** The 
bardt were the composers not only of poetry, but of music. Cambrensis de- 
clares, that of all nation^ the Irish excel beyond all comparison, in musical 
compositbna. Their power ever the difl^rent passions of the human mind, 
confirms this account of their merit. When the mumcians, in general the 
attendants of the bards, played upon the harp their martial strains, they nerved 
irith courage the arm of the hero, and animated him to battle $ when they 
touched their afiecting notes, they filled the heart wdth sympathetic sonowj 
and when they played their milder strains, they banished care from the soul, 
and lulled it into a state of peacefiil tranqinllity. 

Crawford's History op Irxland. 

NOTE VX. — fage 13. 

Ku grateful country raptured heardj 
jind owned the magic of the bard. 

Our historians observe a profound alence with respect to the bards, till 
Tighemmous succeeded to the monarchy (a.m. 2815). This prince, not less 
glorious in arms than wise in council, being desirous of confining every rank of 
his people within its proper sphere, ordamed a sumptuary law called Ilbreachta^ 
for that purpose. By this law the peasantry, soldiers, and lower order of the 
people were to have their garments of but one colour ; military officers and 
private gentlemen, two ; commanders of battalions, three ^ beatachs, brugh- 
nlbbs, or keepers of houses of hospitality, four ; the principal nobility and 
knights, five ; and the ollamhs, or principal bards, six. Can that nation be 
deemed barbarous, in which learning shared the next honours to royalty? 
Warlike as the Irish were in those days, even arms were less respected amongst 
them than letters. Read this, ye polished nations of the earth, and blush ! 

KxATiNG, Warnxr, 0*Halloran, Walkxr^s Irish Bards. 

NOTx VII. — page 14. 

Tmie wasf when tmdst the Gothic tower, 
Musk held revelry vntb Po%ver. 

Ollam Fodla, the Irish Lycurgus, was raised to the throne in the year of the 
world 3236. He instituted the Teamorum Fea, This august convention met 
three days befi>re the feast of Samhuin (that is, the ist of November), in the 
hall of the palace of Teamore (or Tara). On an elevated throne, in the centre 
of the hall, sat the monarch, with his face to the West. The king of Lein- 
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sterns throne was placed at a certain distance, but lower, and frondng the 
monarch ; the king of Munster sat on his left hand, the king of Ulster on his 
right, and the king of Connaught behind him. Long extended seats were 
disposed for the other orders in the state. In the first row were seated druids 
zndifilidhe (or bards), which rank the Christian bishops afterwards held. Be- 
hind these, the hereditary marshal, the senachaide, orfidigh, standard-bearer, 
treasurer, and other state officers, had places allotted them. Next appeared the 
principal nobility, at the head of whom were placed the knights \ and after 
these, the beatachs and representatives of towns and cities. 

The senachaide laid their records before a committee of the literati, who 
carefully examined them. The records having passed this ordeal, were recom- 
mended to the approbation of the assembly at large. They were immediately 
ordered to be turned into verse, and inserted in the RsGisTEit or Psalter of 
Tara. Thus poetry became the vehicle of truth and the voice of history j 
hence the adage, haoi no liter cotharas : that is, verse is as good as prose. 

Bishop Nicholson calls the genealogical poems of our ancient bards, the chief 
pillars whereon our old history is founded. 

Walk£r*s Irish Bards. 

NOTE VIII. — page 1 6. 
Know, that in hallowed days ofyorej 
Fair Science reigned on Ulster* s shore. 

At an immemorial period, seminaries or colleges were instituted in different 
parts of the kingdom, for the education of the bards. These institutions, in- 
tended for the quiet retreat of learning, were sunk in the bosom of deep woods 
of oak ; the ** garish eye of day" was excluded from them, and their members 
studied by the light of tapers and lamps. Though their immunities were con- 
siderable, the diet and dress of the students were regulated by the most rigid 
rules of prudence ; the lures of pleasure were proscribed by the nature of the 
institution, and the state turned the foot of rapine from those academic shades. 
Thus the attention, in the hour of study or meditation, was never diverted by 
the false glare of external objects, by the ** voice of the charmer," or by the 
dread of the spoiler : all was gloomy and peaceful, silent and awful. Here the 
heart-corroding cares of life found no admission. Here genius was fostered, and 
the soul sublimed. 

The most celebrated of those colleges were founded at Clogher, Armagh 
(where 7,000 students studied), Lismore, and Tamar ; and in general all the 
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eminent schools delectably situated, which were established by the Christian 
clergy in the 5th century, were erected on the ruins of those colleges. — Beau- 
roRO on Origin and Learning of the Druids. 

NOTE IX. — page 16. 
For Ulster's sons still owned the hardy 
Though other chiefs denied reward, 
Keating informs us, that the Milesians brought into Ireland Cir Mac Cis, a 
poet, and Onna Caenfinn, a musician^ both eminent in their respecdve arts. 
Each of the Milesian leaders, Heber and Heremon, was anxious to retain them 
in his train, and they agreed to decide their claims by lot. The musician fell to 
Heber, and the poet to Heremon. The former communicated a taste for music 
to the southern, and the latter a love of poetry to the northern part of the 
island, a distinction which, some contend, remains to this day. The princes 
of Ulster were always the avowed patrons of and advocates of the bards. Fia- 
chad, the dynast of that province, saved them from a second persecution, and 
kindly entertained them for a whole year. A third time they were saved from 
banishment, by Maolchabha, another prince of Ulster. 

NOTE X. — page 16. 

H^ith thee Emania reared her head^ 

And darkness from our borders fled. 

It was Kimbath who built in the vicinity of Armagh, the palace of Emania, 

the celebrated readence for almost seven hundred years, of the Kings of Ulster. 

Of a much later date are the remains of an ancient building still to be seen near 

Armagh. At Emania, councils were held subordinate to that of Tarah, the 

subjects of whose debates were those which related to the national police, and. 

the mechanical arts. Crawford*s History op Ireland. 

NOTE XI. — page 16. 

Know that tohere patriot Walker fought y 

A school of Druids once was taught, 
■ Mr. George Walker, so justly famous for his defence of Deny, when Lundy, 
the governor, would have surrendered it to King James. 

NOTE XII. — page 16. 
And long ere Bone's tvall uprearedy 
An academic grove appeared, 
Toland tells us, that the peninsula of Inis-Eogain, or as it is vulgarly called, 
Enis Owen, in whose isthmus stands the city oi Londonderry, was originally a 
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famous grove, and school of the Druids. Hence comes the very name Dork, 
corruptly pronounced Deny, which in Irish agmfitt a grove, particularly of 
oak. This druidical seminary, he adds, was changed into a college for monks, 
by St. Columbia. — Letter to Lord Molksworth on History of Druids. See 
also a note in page 6, of An Examination of the Arguments contained in Ma. 
Macphek8on*8 Introduction to Histoiy of Ancient Irish and Scots. 

NOTE XIII. — page 17. 

Bad not the valour of Borome 

Preserved our liberties and home, 
Brian Borome, king of Munster, by his successful efforts against the invaders 
of his country, had been eminently distinguished. He always acquitted himself 
like a hero ; and his conduct at the battle of Clontarf was perfectly suitable to 
his former character. An army was soon nosed ; for his people, hy whom he 
was universally admired, and who, at the invaaon of the Danes, were deeply 
Concerned for thdr common safety, crowded to his standard. Hostilities com- 
menced ; the contest hastened to a crisis. On the Z3rd of April, one thousand 
and fourteen, the two armies met in a plain about two miles from Dublin. The 
heart of Brian was full of courage, and animated with the love of victory and of 
glory \ but his arm was enfeebled by age-^he was now in his 88th year. 
Haidng arranged his troops in battle array, with the utmost reluctance he re- 
signed the command to his son, and retired, in painful solicitude for the issue. 
On both sides the onset was furious. Resolved to conquer or die, every man 
maintained his ground vrith the most determined firmness. The event con- 
tinued for some time in suspense. At length, the good fortune of Brian, and 
the glorious cause in which he was engaged^ triumphed. The Danes gave 
way : they shrunk from their standards, and the rout became universaL It is 
said that 17,000 perished, either in the battle or pursuit. Many likewise fell 
on the side of the monarch, who himself was unfortunately killed in his tent, 
at the conclusion of the engagement. His bnve son Murtogh was also slain. 

CitAwroRD*8 History op Ireland. 
The harp of Brian Borome was carried ofF, together with the crown, and 
other regalia, to Rome, and presented to the Pope, as his liege lord, by Donagh, 
after the murder of his brother, Teigh (eldest son of Brian), and his deposition 
by his nephew, anno 1023 ; a circumstance to which Adrian IV. appealed to 
authorize his transfer of this island to Henry 11. The harp, crown, and regalia, 
remained in the Vatican till the reign of Henry VIII., when the Pope (rcscr- 
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ving the gpUen crommy and the regalia to KunaelO, seat the $tringid instrument 
to that king, with the dtle of Defender lof the Fiuth ; it was presented hy Heniy 
to De Burgh, first £arl pf Clanncard, from whose £unily It went into tfa« 
M'MahoQs, of C^naghyCeanty of Clare, in company v^th ft female De Burgh, 
and at her demise, it fell into the possesaoo of Commissioner M'Namara, of 
Limerick. In the year 1782, it was presented to the University of Dublin 
(whece it now remains] by the Right Honourable W. Conyngham. 

Belfast Magazine. 

NOTE XIV. — page 17. 
Ihe battle ceasedy the conJUct o^er^ 
TThe heath was dyed loiwfoemafCs gore. 
The following extraordinary description of the battle of Clontarf, translated 
from the Irish language, is said to have been written by a spectator, a month 
after the engagement : — ** When both the powerful armies engaged, and grap- 
pled in close fight, it was dreadful to behold how their swords glittered over 
thdr heads, being struck by the rays of the sun, which gave them an appear- 
ance of a numerous fiock of white sea-gulls fl^g in the air ; the strokes were 
so mighty, and the fury of the combatants so terrible, that great quantities of 
hair, torn or cut off from their heads by their sharp weapons, was driven far off 
by the wind ; and their spears and battle-axes were so encumbered with hair, 
cemented together with clotted blood, that it was scarcely posdble to clear or 
bring them to their former brightness.** 

Authorises, Keating, and M'Cartin. 

NOTE xv.^page ai. 

Sang the rude Coolness plaint'we cry^ 

In numbers vfildy hut moumfoliy. 
When a prince, bard, or chief, fell in battle, or died by the course of nature, 
** the stones of his fame** were raised amidst the voices of bards. On this oc- 
casion, the druid having performed the rites prescribed by reli^on, and the pedi- 
gree of the deceased being recited aloud by his seanacha, the caoine (or funeral 
song), which was composed by the filea of the departed, and set to music by one 
of the oirfidigh, and sung in redtativo over his grave, by a racaraide (or rhapso- 
dist), who occasionally sustained his voice with arpeggob swept over the strings 
of his harp ; the symphonic parts being performed by minstrels, who chaunted 
a chorus at intervals, in which they were joined responsively by attending bards 
and airfidigh.~the relations and friends of the deceased mingling their sighs and 
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tears. This ceremony can be traced through different countries, and to the re- 
motest antiquity, as David*s lamentation for Jonathan, Samuel ii. chap. i. The 
eottclamath over the Phoenician Dido, as described by Virgil, coincides with the 
Caoine, or Irish ciy. Dr. Campbell is of opinion, that the word uhdate^ or 
hdlaloo^ the choral burden of the Caoine, and the Greek word of the same 
import, have all a strong affinity to each other.' 

Walkxr*s Irish Bards. 




THE 



SCHOOL OF THE SABBATH. 



** The land is groaning *neath the guilt of blood 
Spilt wantonly ; for every death-doomed man, 
Who in his boyhood has been left untaught 
That totsdotn's ivays are ^loayx of ^easantness^ 
And all her paths are feace^ unjustly dies. 
But ah, how many are thus left untaught ! 
How many would be left, but for the band 
United to keep holy to the Lord 
A portion of His day, by teaching those 
Whom Jesus loved with forth-stretched hand to bless.*' 

Grahame's Sabbath. 



PREFACE. 



In the advanced state of educadon which at present characterises not only the 
highly privileged islands of Great Britain and Ireland, but many other pms of 
the worldy it will need little apology to introduce to the eye of the Public any 
thing connected with Sunday Schools. So widely difliised has this salutary 
system now become, that there are few who may be regarded as unacquainted 
with, or uninterested in it. To strengthen this general feeling, and more ex- 
tenavely to recommend the utilities with which the institution is so inseparably 
accompanied, is one of the grand objects which has actuated the Author in 
the publication of the follo^ng Poem. 

From the earliest period of his life he has been engaged as a Teacher in 
Sunday Schools ; and some of the most agreeable recollections of his past 
years, and the reflections of the present, are associated \rith this truly delightful 
and important undertaking. 

Amidst the gaiety of youth, and the cares that have thickened upon him as 
he became more closely allied to the solicitudes of a busy and restless world, 
the hours that have been devoted to the reli^ous instruction of an ignorant and 
infant generation, he can never recal ^thout emotions of gratulation and plea- 
sure. And not only to others would he fondly hope that he has been the 
minister of good, but under the Divine blessing, he has thereby refreshed his 
own soul, and experienced some of those comforts which true and undefiled 
religion only can bestow. 

To his fellow-teachers — to the patrons and supporters of Sunday Schools — 
to the pious of his country, the Writer indulges the endearing idea, that the 
subject of his Muse on the present occasion will be an offering not altogether 
unwelcome nor unpleasing. 

D 
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Whatevef be the recepdon that this Poem shall meet with from the cridc or 
the man of taste, let it be remembered that it was not so much composed fbr 
the scientific or the sage, as for those who ardently desire the present and eter- 
nal welfiire of their countrymen, and the education of the illiterate, indigent, 
and immoral of a youthful community. 

If this attempt shall in any way contribute to ameliorate the condition of 
society — infuse a deeper feeling for the spiritual wants of the ignorant, and 
beget a love for the heart-transforming principles of Christianity, — above all, if 
it lead thoughtless immortals to value the oracles of Divine truth, and embrace 
that system which maketh.w]se unto salvation, the Author shall regard his 
labours as not unprofitable, and his efforts, however weak, as an attempt to 
express that which he oweth to his Lord.. 

Jantuary^ 1 822. 
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CANTO FIRST. 



ARGUMENT. 
Invocation — Poetry of Divine Inspiration — Superior in importance and excel- 
lence to -classical and modem refinement — ^The sweetiless and solemnity of 
the Sabbath morning — Family Worship — Approach • of children to the 
Sabbath School — Its general influences (enlightening the ignorant, and 
enlarging the feelings of the heart), and the duties correspondent — Address 
to the Redeemer— ^To Reli^on — Religious Instruction enforced — Objec- 
tions to Sfabbath School Education considered — ^The happy death of Eliza 
— The value of the Soul. 




ilUSIC OF ZiON ! breathe but on my Jyre 
One dying strain of Israel's guardian sire ; 
Shed but one ray upon my humble theme 
From Horeb's blaze, that sacred mount of flame. 
Where the great leader of the chosen race 
Beheld, with awe, his Maker face to face. 
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And heaixl from Sinai's height, with raptured mind, 
" The Lord, the Lord is merciful and kind ;** 
Then will I spread my feeble wings on high. 
And dare the flight of sacred poesy. 

Lives there a bard of all the minstrel throng 
To breathe in numbers like the Hebrew's song ? 
Dwells there a spirit in the latter day 
To charm the soul with such a hallowed lay ? 
Not all the powers of classic lore can raise 
An anthem, rival of the Prophet's praise, — 
A song so grand, so lofty, so sublime. 
Will live to swell the vesper-dirge of time : 
Not all the glory of a vent'rous age^ 
The myriad tribes that throng the modem page. 
The voice of Genius, swelled from pole to pole. 
Can wake such strains to captivate the squL 

Alas! how few who consecrate the lyre 
To Him who formed the mind, and can inspire 
The g|k)wii^ breast, and £rom the lifeless clod 
Erect a temple to the living God ! 
Not so the Muse of Judah's tuneful King, 
Whose praise awoke the Harp of solemn string, — 
Whose heaven-bom music filled the ravished ear. 
When list'ning Seraph loved to hover near. 
When holy inspiration breathed abroad. 
And the first Minstrel raised a song to God — 
When harp and psaltery, and the sackbut's powor, 
Attun^ the strain in meek devotion's hour — 
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When the rapt soul, m holiness pvpfound. 
Would soar to Heaven, from all of earth unbound. 
Burst through the gloom to join the sainted throng 
Of angel choir in unison of song. 

When glows the rosy East widi new-bom day. 
And night withdraws her studded canopy. 
How sweet to see the purpling blush of mom. 
The pearly moisture on the glistening thorn ; 
To hear the babbling of the sleepless rill. 
And trace its winding course from rock or hill ; 
But sweeter far to pause, and list the praise 
That ushers in the holiest of days ; 
To linger near some Patriarch's retreat. 
Far from the bustle of the world's deceit ; 
To hear Jehovah's name adored and sung, 
By voice of age or in^t's lisping tongue, 
rris there a holy rapture meets the ear, — 
Where God is worshipped God is ever near. 

Though midst the great, the vicious, and the gay. 
No harp is tuned to raise the melody 
Of grateful praise, yet still, in scenes like these. 
Where goodness sheds its every charm to please. 
Love reigns unfettered, and the rustic strain 
Ascends devoutly from the lowly fime. 
Unskilled in gamut of the vocal art. 
They raise to Heaven the music of the heart : 
Then are the hands uplifted, and the eye. 
Half closing, inward turns; the contrite sigh 
Breaks the dead silence of the solemn pause ; — 
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" O Thou who art in Heaven, the great First Cause, 

** Who, by thy free and sovereign boon of grace, 

" Gav'st up thy Son to save a guilty race, 

''Be ours the blessings of- redeeming love, 

" Through time and in a better world to prove, — 

" Be mine, and all my little offspring dear, 

" Thy holy name to venerate and fear." 

Thus prays the hoary sire, whilst downward steal 

The tear-drops o'er his cheek, whose soft appeal 

Tells all that mingling tide of joy and grief, — 

The Christian's sorrow and his blest relief. 

No dread of hopeless bliss excites the sigh 

Of doubt, or danger, or despondency — 

No aching care for empty pleasures fled. 

No dream of coming ill his heart or head 

Disturb or weaken ; safe from every harm 

He rests, encircled in Jehovah's arm. 

And feels assured, whatever may betide. 

The Lord will save, and mercy will provide. 

Who hath not felt devotion warni his breast. 
When the young dawn proclaims a day of rest, — 
Who hath not tasted of the joys of Heaven 
On that blest day, that hallowed day of seven. 
When heart, and soul, and strength assail the skies. 
And prayer and praise send up a sacrifice ? 
But not is raised the human voice alone. 
The world around, in sweetest unison. 
With all that tenant mountain, hill, or dale. 
Bird, beast, and fish, their great Creator hail ! 
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The neighing steed that snu^ the morning gale. 
The lowing heifer starting down the vaJe, 
The bkat of lambkin^ tremulously told. 
All speak His love, the Shepherd of the fold. 

The sun beams holier on the Sabbath morn. 
Sweeter the blossom scents the fragrant thorn ; 
More lovely breaks the landscape on the eye. 
Earth — air — and ocean — ^Heaven's blue canopy — 
All nature glows, adorned with light and shade. 
And hails the sacred day Jehovah made. 
The sky-lark, fluttering from his grassy nest. 
Drops his bright offering from his dewy crest: 
See how he spreads his little wings on high. 
And sings and mounts still nearer to the sky. 
And thou, sweet robin, with the blushing breast. 
Art thou too ushering in the day of rest ? 
Perched on' the point extreme of topmost spray. 
Sing on, toved bird, thy oft-repeated lay. 
Oft have I met thee, when, with thoughtful tread, 
Fve wander'd o'er the dwellings of the dead : 
Led hf thy voice, Fve sought my ^vourite spot. 
The world and all its nothingness forgot : 
There, as I wept with all a father's pain. 
Thy song restored my quietude again. 
Perhaps the strain that flowed so sweet to me. 
Plaintive bemoaned thy lost, loved progeny, — 
A mournful dirge that wail'd thy callow brood,< 
PiUaged and reft of parent, home, and food, — .. 
And bade, my anguished breast responsive sigh,. 
In all the saddened flow of sympathy. 
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Season of rest ! I love thy peaceful calm. 
Which sheds upon my soul a heavenly balm. 
And gives the heart, with joyous pulse, to know 
A respite kind from strife and worldly wo. 
Tis then, by wand'ring stream that hurries on 
Its ceaseless babblings to oblivion, — 
Or midst the glen, or thicket wild and rude. 
The seats of scarce unbroken solitude, — 
I own the softness of the genial hour. 
That nurses meditation's kindliest power. 
And lifb the high-aspiiing thought to stray 
Through loftier worlds and scenes of endless day. 
'TIS then, by sunny mead, or dewy vale. 
Beyond the giddy crowd's intrusive pale, 
Embosom'd round with hillocks topped with wood, 
rd woo the charms of sacred quietude. 
As erst the sage of Patmos' lonely isle, 
A heavenly anchorite, estranged from guile. 
With prescient spirit conned the sacred page. 
That spoke the wonders of the future age. 
And, raised above the grovelling things of time. 
Beat high with foretaste rapturous, joy sublime ; 
Here, in a scene so solemn and so still. 
Save chaunt of birds, or gently-trickling riU, 
Fd catch the breath of brighter climes, and feel 
A seraph's sweetness o'er my senses steal. 

Now would my Muse direct her trembling way 
Where yonder group of children hail the day. 
The day that opes instruction's blessed store. 
And widely pours the tide of heavenly lore. 
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School of the Sabbath! sanctified abode. 

Pleasant thy paths, thy way the narrow road 

That leads to heaven* May all thy youthful train 

Follow thy course, and shun the broader plain. 

Nor longer wander through the wilds of sin. 

But find a home, and heritege within 

Thy sacred dome, whose portals open stand. 

Like to the Heaven they lead to, while the hand 

Of meek Religion gently guides along 

The crowding footsteps of the infant throng. 

Cause of a glorious and immortal birth. 
Destined to bless a renovated earth. 
Shed thy effidgence on the mental blind. 
Scatter the shades that cloud the dawning mind. 
Extend thy influence from pole to pole ; 
Give life and light and liberty of soul 
To those who roll in darkness through the wave. 
Shadowed by death, and struggling to the grave. 
No longer then shall ignorance and wo 
Infest our streets, nor Pity's tears shall flow 
To see the image of creation's Lord 
Untutored roam, regardless of the word 
Which sets the sacred chosen day apart 
For those who worship God with upright heart. 
Devoutly joining with the solemn throng 
To raise the prayer and swell the pious song. 

Eternal theme ! exhaustless store of truth ! 
The joy of hoary years, and guide of youth. 
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How sweet the language of thy soothing strain. 

That woos the in^t soul from sin and pain ; 

How sweet to dwell on every tender scene 

That marks the wand'rings of the Nazarene ; 

To see encircled in His righteous arms 

The suckling babes, unconscious of akrms. 

Like cherubs djumbctiiig m theo- bkst fe&eat, 

Thdf. looks- j» |^id,4nid their sleep as sweet. 

No earthly frown to break their hallowed rest. 

For He who bade them come, pronounced them bless'd. 

Promised an holy heritage on high. 

Not made with hands, eternal in the sky. 

As some lone traveller views the trackless wild. 
Or forest drear, cold, cheerless, and exiled. 
Dreading that every step may lead astray. 
And night overtake him on his dangerous way. 
So sad and comfortless is he who ne'er 
Has felt Instruction's aid, nor sought her care. 
And never owned Religion's power to bless 
The heaven-aspiring mind with happiness : 
As ills on ills, still gathering, thickly broody 
Through error's dark and dreary solitude. 
He wanders on ; new fears his passage greet. 
And &st-increasing snares spread round his feet. 
No friendly lamp of truth his path to guide. 
Nor distant good in which he may coniide ; 
Entangled in the mazy scenes of vice. 
Or sunk in grossest sensualities. 
Reckless of reputation or of fame. 
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Unmoved by hope, and unalive to shame. 

Still hurried on by passion's giddy glare. 

That sheds a flickering beam o'er every snare. 

At intervals now seeming to illume. 

And now enshrouding all la darkest gloom. 

Thus pass the rhonghtifiss crowd; w stmiy cay 

Of sun-beam glows the pilot of their way 

Till, trembling, o'er the unexpected steep 

Of gaping ruin and destruction deep 

At once they headlong plunge, no arm to save 

The hapless victims from a wretched grave. 

Ye who have felt Religion's heavenly force. 
And drunk of knowledge from its purest source. 
How have ye owned the rapture of the hour 
When study culled her sweets from many a flower — 
When the rich volumes of the good and wise 
Opened their page to your discerning eyes ! 
How have ye gazed upon the lovely scene. 
When vernal beauty robed the earth in green. 
And the taught soul would leave th' enamelled sod, 
•* To look from Nature up to Nature's God !" 
How have ye snatched, with bold designing hand. 
The fire from Heaven which Franklin's spirit fanned. 
Or soared with Newton through the Starry clime. 
Measuring the planets with the scale of time ! 
If thus ye basked amidst the fulgent light 
Which education pours upon the sight. 
Gazed with iristructed eye, expanding heart. 
On Nature, Science, Genius, Power, and Art, 
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Hide not your talent from th' Inquiring mind. 
But save the young, the perishing, and blind. 
Like Agur's voice their cry extends abroad ; 
They ask from you what Agur soc^ht from God. 
Give with a liberal hand the boon required. 
The food sufficient, and so much desired. 
Lead them as Israel's Shepherd led his flock. 
To living streams that issued from the rock. 
Unfold to them the treasuries of truths 
The lamp of age, the beacon-light of youth ; 
Teach them to live that they may learn to die. 
And breathe the sweets of immortality; 
But higher still their errant footsteps bend. 
To Him who reigned on earth, the children's friend. 

Son of the Highest ! tremblingly I raise 
My mortal strains in thy immortal praise ; 
Who can in numbers of an earthly theme 
Sing of thy great unutterable name ? 
Who of thy fame can speak in human lore 
When Angels veil their fiices and adore ? 
Where loved the spirit of the Lord to rest ? 
In the pure temple of thy lowly breasL 
Where dwelt the Spirit's wisdom and its might ? — 
In the effidgence of thy glorious light 
Where was the knowledge and the fear of God ? 
In thee who drank the bitter cup and trode 
The wine-press of thy Father's wrath alone, 
Unsympathized, unpitied, and unknown. 

Oh ! but the heart was sunless, dark, and cold. 
That, with deception's kiss, betrayed and sold 
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The King of Glory and the Lord of Life, 
A sinless idcdm to Jerusalem's strife. 
Imperious city ! where is now thy might ? — 
Thy sun was set on Calvary's bloody height ; 
Thy power was gone, thy cruelty was spent. 
When the earth trembled and the rocks were rent ; 
When yearning Nature, in convulsive pain. 
Severed thy temple's towering vail in twain ! 
Where now is seen thy council-hall ? and where 
Are they who sat in judgment on the heir 
Of countless worlds, who on the cross expired. 
And finished what offended God required ? 
By all the terrors of the opening tomb. 
By frighted Nature sickening into gloom. 
By Death itself^ and by the powers of Hell, 
By these were rung the Queen of Cities' knell. 
As kingless — childless — tenantless she fell. 

Hail meek Religion ! merciful in might. 
Thy yoke is easy and thy burden light ; 
Thy night of wo is but the dawn of joy. 
Thou may'st bow down, but never canst destroy ; 
Wound till the sufferer feels conviction's smart. 
Then pour thy balm of comfort on the heart ; 
A bruised reed in mercy wilt thou spare — 
A broken spirit's thy peculiar care. 
Bound to no colour, nor to birth nor clime. 
Spread thy broad wings, outstrip the march of time ; 
On pinions of the morning bend thy flight 
To distant lands obscured by heathen night ; 
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Haste to relieve their agonizing ciy, 

'* Oh ! come ye o*er and help us or we die." 

Amidst Cimmerian darkness light hath sprung ; 

The cloud is burst that long o'er Asia hung ; 

The day-spring dawns on Mecca's temple walls ;. 

On every side the Nations' Idol ^Is ; 

Bel boweth down, and Nebo stoopeth low. 

And superstition feels the deadly blow. 

The eastern Moloch totters on his tower. 

Even China's thousand temples yield their power 

The dread decree of royalty refuse/*^ 

And, martyr-like, the sacred ps^e peruse. 

Hail blest Religion ! guardian of the earth. 
Eternal as the Heaven that gave thee birth ; 
Baptized by thy renewing fire, the soul. 
Panting for freedom, spurns the grave's control — 
Soars to its kindred heritage above. 
To swell the choral harmony of love. 
Angel of Mercy ! how I love to trace 
Thy holy influence on the infant race. 
When by thine aid their lisping numbers flow. 
And, in the midst, a Heaven appears below. 
The tender flowret offered to the skies, 
** When in the bud, is no mean sacrifice." 
No purer incense e'er can rise on high 
Than that which flows from youthful piety : 
When the young heart is warmed with hallow'd fire 
Bright is the flame, and holy the desire. 
That cheer the soul, invigorate the power. 
In tribulation's dark and chilling hour. 
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Ye who are scattering with a bounteous hand 
The fruits of education through the land> 
Think not your toil is done, your labour o'er. 
When ye have sown the seeds of human lore.^*^ 
No — there is yet to tjeach a nobler art. 
To raise the mind, reclaim the wand'ring heart ; 
To lead the blind from darkness into light. 
To beams of morning from the shades of night ; 
To watch the heaving of conversion's sigh — 
To free the captive from captivity* 
Ye who are shepherds of the rising flock. 
Oh lead their trembling footsteps to tlie Rock, 
The crimson fountain of the guiltless slain. 
Salvation's cup, the anodyne of pain. 
Let these, the generation of His love. 
Be fed with bread which cometh from above, — ' 
Immortal food that never shall decay. 
Though earth may fade and systems melt away. 

School of the Sabbath ! Vineyard of the Lord ! 
Be thine the bands of love, the silken cord 
That twines in stronger ties the human mind 
Than all the chains which tyranny can bind. 
Freedom herself would surely laud the plan. 
When cords of love are made the bands of man. 
And the proud spirit owns the soft control 
That bends the heart to free the captive soul. 

Ye who possess a pharasaic zeal. 
Who feel a love, at least pretend to feel 
A wonted veneration for the day 
In which the Christian joys triumphantly. 
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Precluding^ by your cold and selfish aim. 
Myriads of bdngs titled to a claim 
On the abimdance of Emmanuel'^ grace. 
That flows to all, — ^nor time, nor sect, nor place 
Stands registered in the mysterions plan 
Conceived by God before the world began. 
With you it is the task of graceless fools 
To ope the sacred Bible in our schools. 
To blindly squander, with nnlawfid care. 
The time allowed for worship and for prayer, — 
To shun the altar, and to sinful stray 
From Sabbath usage of the sanctuary ; 
With you our teachers have no other aim 
Than on Ambition's height to gain a name. 
And please the blind credulities that teem 
With whims of fancy, novelty of scheme. 

Learn, selfish cavillers, that the sacred page 
Is not confined to cell or hermitage. 
To sect or party, Scythian, bond or free. 
To heir of wealth or child of poverty. 
Know, that the time of philanthropic zeal 
None need from holy convocation steal ; 
A prayerless teacher never would pretend 
To lead our youth the suppliant knee to bend ; 
A soul that shuns the worship of the day 
Would never congregate, in meek array. 
From lanes and hedges, and the broader road. 
Ungrateful truants, careless of their God. 
A heart ambitious never could begin 
To dwell with rags, with poverty, and sin. 
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A bosom skilled in dark deception's art 

Would fid] to form the candid open heart. 

Is it not lawful, say ye, to do good. 

And consecrate the Sabbath's solitude ? 

To teach the young, and sow the precious seed 

That still shall bloom, and starved immortals feed ? 

Is it not sweet when lisping voices raise 

The choral hymn of gratitude and praise ? 

Is it not holy when the pious prayer 

Pleads with Jehovah for his sov'reign care, — 

Wrestles with God, in supplication's hour. 

That he may quicken with his spirit's power 

The soul that wanders from the paths of Truth, 

And wastes in sin the sunshine of its youth ? 

School of the Sabbath ! should thy patrons sleep. 
Sunk in the ocean of oblivion's deep ; 
Were all the standards of thy greatness hurled 
Beneath the ruins of a crumbling world. 
Thy name shall live amidst the wreck of time. 
Lasting as good — eternal as sublime. 
And, whilst a thousand saints in yonder sky. 
From thousand harps attune thy praise on high. 
One cherub voice above the rest shall swell, 
A strain beyond the power of earth to tell, — 
An anthem-song as blest and softly sweet 
As ever echoed round the mercy seat : 
Tis she, the nursling of thy care and love. 
Who dwells companion of the saints above, — 
A little flower, upreared on earth by thee. 
That buds and blossoms in eternity .^^^ 
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Dark was the cloud that veiled Eliza's youth. 
Unknown, untaught, unpractbed in the truth ; 
Nor father's prayer nor mother's love had she 
To watch the dawnings of her piety. 
One sister lived, but oh ! the blush of shame 
Dyed her pale cheek whene'er was breathed her name ; 
Her parents lived, but oh ! they lived to see 
Eliza's death — Maria's in&my. 
Theirs was the turmoil strife would oft increase, — 
Hers were the ways of pleasantness and peace. 
Snatched like a brand from the devouring fire. 
She fondly hailed the Sabbath, to retire 
Where mild Instruction oped her useful page 
To check the errors of the rising age. 
There I have heard her con the appointed task. 
And many a thoughtful question she would ask : 
There, year by year, I fondly loved to trace 
Her growth in knowledge strengthening into grace. 
There I have marked the pale hue of her cheek. 
When oft her Altering tongue forgot to speak, — 
Have watched the soft beam of her pitying eye. 
The throbbing breast that heaved with many a sigh 
For Him whose crimsoned sweat stained dark Gethsemane. 
Oft have I wet with tears her dying bed. 
Smoothed the straw pillow 'neath her lowly head, — 
Heard the ejaculations of her soul. 
Struggling with death, and spurning sin's control. 
"My God," she then exclaimed, "111 calmly die, 
Wouldst thou my guilty parents sanctify ; 
Oh ! wash them in the blood Emmanuel shed 
Before Eliza mingles with the dead." 
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School of the Sabbath ! nursery of love 1 
Thy labour here is registered above. 
Favoured and holy is the valued spot. 
Where vice is conquered — virtue studious sought. 
One soul instructed and reclaimed by thee 
Repays the world for all its misfery.^*^ 
Pain ends in death, affliction fades away. 
The soul outlives earth's changeful scenery. 
Who can conceive the value of the mind. 
By grace illumined, and by truth refined ? 
Who can express the echoing joys of Heaven, 
When meek repentance to a soul is given ? 
Hosannas to the Highest rend the ^ky. 
Swelled from the harps of sainted minstrelsy. 
Sweet is the song when Seraphim rejoice. 
And harps of gold reply to Mercy's voice, — 
When Cherubim their grateful numbers raise. 
And Heaven resounds with high angelic praise. 

Immortal spirit, last and noblest bom. 
Wisdom, and Power, and Mercy, hailed the morn 
When thou wast breathed upon the lifeless clod. 
And man became the image of his God. 
The treasure of the earth, compared to thee. 
Is like a dew-drop weighed against the sea. 
Were mines of gold outstretched from pole to pole. 
They could not reach the value of the soul. 
Where is the profit, should the world be thine. 
If clouds of sin obscure the spark divine ? 
Bright particle of Godhead, may thy worth 
Be felt, be valued, and be taught on earth. 
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At morn the stars withdraw their twinkling ray. 
And yield their lustre to the God of Day ; 
The glory of the Sun is veil'd in night. 
And Luna*s beams evanish in the light ; 
Lasting as Heaven, the soul shall ne'er decay. 
When sun, and moon, and stars will melt away. 



CANTO SECOND. 



ARGUMENT. 
The love of country a feeling dear and animating to the Bard^Address to 
Ireland — Unhappy effects of her feuds and wrongs — ^The blessings of the 
Bible, and its circulation — Account of a Sabbath School scholar — 
Apostrophe to Robert Raikes, founder of Sabbath Schools — Early asso- 
ciations in useful acquirements productive of lasting friendship — Youth- 
ful instruction salutary in riper years to the rising generation — Sunday 
School Society for Ireland — ^Its beneficial services in ameliorating the 
condition of the country, and suggestions for its moral and spiritual im- 
provement — ^Jail Schools — ^Mrs. Fry. 



There is a music in the Harper's glee. 
So sweet, so wild, so full of witchery ; 
There is a meaning in his sightless eye, 
A blaze of light, a flame of liberty ; 
A living spirit breathes from every wire, 
A breath of music and a soul of fire. 
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Though on his head the frost of age appears, 

-And clothes him in the livery of years. 

Young in poetic thought, he loves to stray 

Through opening vistas of a new-bom day ; 

And though his visual orb be set in night, 

A heavenly glow of intellectual light 

Sends its bright flashes through his raptured mind. 

By patriot feeling fir'd, and taste refined. 

He sees his country, and his hopes arise. 

Bursting the cords of superstitious ties : 

He hails the freedom, hearkens to the stroke 

That snaps asunder slavery's galling yoke. 

Who would not with the bard the theme prolong. 

And raise to Heaven a sacrifice of song ? 

Erin, my country ! green star of the wave ! 
The Hero's birth-place and the Patriot's grave. 
Oh ! how I love to dwell upon thy page. 
All chequered as it is with vassalage. 
Thy very sorrows make thy records dear. 
And fill my aching eye with many a tear. 
Though sadly, midst the glare of realms immured. 
Talent unrecompensed, and worth obscured, 
Whate'er betide thee, be it joy or ill. 
In all thy fortunes I will love thee still. 

Land of the minstrel ! cradle of the brave ! 
The greenest islet of the dark blue wave ! 
Though dews of evening on thy harp-strings lie. 
And damp the chords of love and melody ; 
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Though cold neglect, and penuiy, and scorn, 

Nip thy warm genius in the dawn of mom. 

Wither the hopes the Bard had toiled to raise. 

While foreign numbers gained the meed of praise, 

Erin my country ! venerated name. 

Though bruised and broken, robbed of right and fame. 

Still thou art dear ; and though thy harp sounds wild, 

TTis best beloved when thou art most reviled. 

The tones that issue from thy plaintive Bard 

Flow not for lucre nor the world's regard, — 

TTis love of country animates his lyre 

With holy fervour and immortal fire. 

Who would not love his country though the storm 
Flashed the blue lightning on his shattered form ? 
Who would not love his home, his native soil. 
Though lean oppression fattened on his toil ? 
How worthless he who would not prize the land 
Where love, in wedlock, pledged the heart and hand, — 
The dear and venerable spot of earth 
That gave his parents and his children birth ! 
And if we love our country, let the theme 
Of Education rouse us to redeem 
The long-lost glory of our ancient lore — 
The mental day-star and the boast of yore. 
Sons of my country ! hail the reign of peace. 
And let the page of haughty Rome or Greece 
Be terms to you synonymous with war. 
With sword and buckler and triumphal car. 
Since new-bom intellect begins to roll 
Its streams of rapture on the darkling soul. 
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Rally around the watch-towers of your coast, — 

Let knowledge be the treasure valued most. 

The eastern star to lead you on your way 

To realms of glory and immortal day. 

Bask in the rays of science and be free : 

The power, the light, the life and liberty 

That Heaven created when the world began 

Illumed the earth when Knowledge beamed on man. 

Shall Wisdom, offspring of a heavenly clime 

Float unobserved along the stream of time. 

Unfurl its standard on our emerald isle 

Unseen, unknown, unwelcomed by a smile ? 

Forbid it Heaven ! that liberty and life 

Should yield to party or religious strife. 

Forbid that man should burst the cords that bind 

In consanguinity the human mind, — 

That Mercy, Love, and Peace, should fly our shore. 

Affrighted at the bloody deeds of yore. 

When fratricide, with bare and sanguined hand. 

Trampled the olive, stretch'd his Upas wand, 

Sever'd the ties of love and nature's birth. 

The boon of heaven — the brotherhood of earth : 

Then fled the mother, with her infant child, 

A maniac she, — it perished in the wild : 

Fettered and scourged, the hxhtt raised his eyes 

To see but red and rebel flames arise : 

The peaceful cottage where he drew his breath 

In ruins lies, a charnel-house of death. 

Where murder revelled on her infant prey. 

And stained the glory of our history. 
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Oh ! reign of terror ! vintage of the grave ! 
The cries of nature agonized the wave : 
The father smote the son in vengefiil ire, — 
The son's right arm was raised against the sire : 
Pollution stalked abroad with lustful eye. 
Reckless of virgin's prayer or wedlock's tie. 

Turn, sickened Muse ! nor let thy hallowed song 
Dwell on the theme of violence and wrong : 
Turn from the rage of bigotry and zeal. 
And hail the dawning of thy country's weal. 
Had Education early oped her page, 
Man had been spared the pangs of feudal rage :^*^ 
Had not the jargon of mysterious lore 
Denied the sacred Bible to the poor. 
Then had the day-spring of its holy power 
Shone on the tribulation of that hour. 

Herald of mercy ! harbinger of truth ! 
Be thou alone the monitor of. youth, — 
The pilot-light the slender bark to guide 
From shoals of sin, from error's yawning tide. 
Steering with steady hand the swelling sail 
To shores of bliss where rocks nor storms prevail. 
Hail to the sacred sire,* who, undismayed, 
Snatch'd thy bright radiance from the cloistered shade ; 
Who, braving danger, dauntless in the cause. 
Disclosed to earth Jehovah's righteous laws, 

* Luther. 
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And burst the shackles of the demon's spell. 

Amidst the shouts of Heaven, the groans of Hell. 

Long gleamed the rays of Mercy, though the light 

Gave but a partial lustre to the night : 

Thick clouds of darkness wrapped the soul in gloom 

Whilst erring nations tottered to the tomb. 

Britain beheld the scene, — her aid was near, — 

A star arose to lighten and to cheer, — 

The greenest chaplet that adorned her crown. 

Her sainted Monarch's honour and renown. 

Benignant Heaven records his pious prayer — 

That every child, a subject of his care. 

The Bible's hallowed treasure should possess, — ^ 

Their lamp of life, their chart of righteousness, — 

The holy messenger whose tidings give 

The heart to triumph and the soul to live. 

Twas thine, Britannia, first o'er Europe wide. 
And countries nursed in superstitious pride. 
Heaven's blessed oracles to spread abroad. 
And teach the ignorant to know their God. 
From thee a ray illumes th' Atlantic deep. 
And wakes the Heathen from their death-like sleep 
Thou gav'st to trackless woods the trace of man. 
When Heaven, in mercy, formed the mighty plan 
That sent salvation through the vast domain 
Of China's peopled land and Afric's plain. 
Flow on, thou stream of universal love. 
Thy great supply is from the fount above. 
As morning sun expels the clouds of night. 
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And breaks with brilliance on the ravished sight, — 

As wandering Nile the Egyptian land o'erflows. 

And fruitful produce to the soil bestows, — 

So has the sacred herald sped its way. 

And ushered in the dawn of gospel day. 

But though it shines, yet are its peaceRil laws 

The sport of foes — for foes the Bible has : 

And as its Master stood at Herod's seat 

With awfiil grandeur, and with look sedate. 

So shall it guiltless stand, without a fear. 

And scorn the sceptic's sacrilegious jeer. 

Though Sol's enlivening beam ungrateRil shuns 
The frozen Labrador, or Scythia's sons. 
May we not hope the Bible's truths will bring 
The Righteous Sun, with healing 'neath his wing. 
Which on benighted lands will glorious rbe. 
And give what partial Nature oft denies ? 
May we not hope Religion's star will bum. 
While franchised Pagans from their idols turn, — 
Beam through the sombre shade of heathen gloom. 
And point to promised bliss beyond the tomb ? 

Mentor of youth ! how were thy pages fraught 
With precept pure, with sentiment and thought. 
To one whose tender mind in early days 
Was left untutored in Religion's ways. 
Who never bowed the knee to God, nor knew 
By whom he lived — from whom he being drew, — 
Who first within a Sabbath School was told 
That Jesus lived, the Shepherd of the fold ; 
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And, as He leads His flock the waters by. 

Lifts the young lambs, and stills their bleating cry ! 

When first the voice of Scripture reached his heart. 

And told him that his never-dying part 

Shall either live an inmate of the sky 

Or dwell in shades of endless misery. 

He trembled at his unprepared state. 

And hopeless mourned the sinner's awful hit ; 

But when his teacher's voice broke on his ear. 

Dispelling doubts, disquietude, and fear, 

** That God so loved the sinner as to send 

** His only Son, a substitute and friendj 

" That who in Him believed should never die, 

" But live in bliss through all eternity," 

Then did the great Redeemer's name abide 

More precious in his heart than aught beside ; 

But, destined for a higher, happier change. 

His new-bom spirit sought a wider range, 

A sure abiding city for abode. 

Which names its builder and its maker God, — 

A land of pure delight, beyond the sky. 

Where " death is swallowed up in victory.* 

Now stretched upon the bed of death he lay. 

Without a friend to point the heavenly way. 

Save his loved Teacher, who was ever near. 

With gospel aid to succour and to cheer ; 

And, lovely woman, thou wert also nigh. 

Pointing the way to thy loved Calvary, 

That holy hill where woman's tears were shed. 

When sorrowmg*Mary mourned the mighty dead. 
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As Gilead's Prophet, in cdesdal flight. 
His mantle dropt from CarmePs towering height. 
That his translated spirit might descend. 
With holy power to guide his sacred friend, — 
So drops from Heaven on virtue's lowly tomb 
The brightest dew, the balmiest perfume, — 
So fell, immortal Raikes, thy spirit's might. 
When pro&nation veiled the Sabbath's light 'P^ 
Then deaPning discord groaned her dying yell. 
And youth was loosed from adamantine spell. 
Sad was thy heart to see the hallowed day 
Profaned by scenes of mirth and revelry, — 
To hear the tongues that Zion's song should raise 
Lisping their infant sounds in blasphemies. 
Oh ! could thy spirit leave its throne on high. 
And look on earth with fond paternal eye ; 
Couldst thou but mark the nursling of thy care. 
The little plant thy virtue nurtur'd here. 
Spreading its branches, as they upward rise. 
And waftmg sweetest fragrance to the skies, — 
Then would'st thou feel that consolation pure 
Which truth and philanthropic zeal insure. 

Father and founder of the brightest gem 
That sparkles in our nation's diadem, — 
Whilst heroes lie unheeded in the grave. 
And undistinguished sleep the base and brave,— 
Whilst sages leave their crucifix and cell. 
And, unrecorded, with oblivion dwell, — 
Whilst proud-reared mausoleums fest decay. 
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And sceptred monarchs yield their regal sway, — 
O Raikes, thy holy, never-dyine name, 
Oudives the hero's and the monarch's fame : 
Carved on the tablet of each youthftd heart. 
While life exists it never can depart ; 
When life expires it never shall decay — 
Our nation's boast, our children's legacy. 
Genius of Wisdom ! on thy sainted tomb 
The freshest flowers eternally shall bloom ; 
Mercy, and Peace, and Truth shall ever praise 
The love-fraught labour of thy Sabbath days ; 
Long as Reli^on lifts her cross on high 
Thy name shall live, thy worth shall never die. 

How sweet to single from the vulgar maze 
The school-companion of our early days : 
Though silver locks but thinly shade his head. 
And from his eye the beam of rapture's fled, — 
Though doomed the scowl of poverty to brave. 
No heart to pity and no hand to save, — 
Still he is dear, where'er the mind can trace 
The heart's young comrade in his ruined face, — 
Still he is dear, and dear the daisied hill. 
Where oft we tried our prowess and our skill, 
Wresded and leaped, and raised the mimic cry 
Of hounds and horn, and sportsman's jollity. 
How sweet to dwell on hours for ever gone. 
When Fancy revelled in the morning's dawn ! 
When Peace, and Love, and Innocence, and Joy, 
Upreared a fabric time can ne'er destroy ! 
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Long as remembrance vigorates the heart. 

Days of our childhood never can depart 

Fond memory loves to linger near the spot 

Where first the unfledged mind, by Wisdom taught. 

Soared on the wings of scientific lore 

To scenes where Knowledge oped hftr golden store. 

She loves to linger where the soul is free. 

Nor bound by art nor chained by bigotry ; 

Where youthful hearts, in fond fraternal ties. 

Mingled their joys, their hopes and sympathies. 

Unmindful of the fierce vindictive fires 

Too pften raised by their deluded sires. 

Like lava rushing from an Etna's fbme. 

Our country's ruin, and our country's shame. 

Ye who are public guardians of our youth. 
Spread wide to all the sanctuary of truth ; 
Nor let one comment on the Book of Life 
Engender party or religious strife : 
Break not the sweet communion of our birth. 
That gives one sentiment and soul to earth : 
Burst not the fellowship that can impart 
Life to the soul and pleasure to the heart. 
Had we to grope our journey to the tomb 
Without a ray to lighten or illume. 
Without the guide of Friendship's holy light. 
Our path were dreary as a starless night. 
Sweet bond of life, indissoluble tie ! 
Affection, Love, and heartfelt Sympathy, 
Swell with such dulcet notes thy soothing strain. 
That listening Pity e'en forgets her pain. 
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O Friendship ! can I gaze upon thy flame. 
And feel no rapture at thy Ramsey's name .^^^ 
Forbid it Justice, Gratitude, and Truth ! 
The fond, the sweet companionship of youth ! 
The bright example and the light that shone 
On duty's path and gendy led me on ! 

School of the Sabbath ! friendship pure is thine. 
Association sweet, and love divine. 
No partial laws deny access to thee. 
Nor tyrant's frown, nor bigot's stem decree. 
No narrowed portal, guarded by the few 
Whom jealousy and prejudipe imbue. 
Restrains thy votaries : thy wide-spread door 
Still ready opens for the untutored poor, — 
Smiles gracious on the multifarious throng 
That haste to mingle in thy hallowed song. 
Estranged from wordy war and party feud. 
Scenes that destroy the charm of quietude, 
'TIS thine each angry passion to allay. 
Combine the scattered seeds of charity, 
Vanqubh the discord of sectarian strife. 
And harmonize the social bonds of life. 
Here reigns community of joy around. 
Dissension flees ; each heart in friendship bound. 
Once severed by repubive rites, now beats 
With fond regard, and simultaneous greets 
The brotherhood that mingles into one 
Broad channel all the streams of unison. 
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And when advancing years steal on apace^ 
Dispersing hence a present infant race, — 
Some doomed for honest bread abroad to roam. 
Whilst others ply their busy toil at home, — 
May we not hope, and as we hope admire. 
To see the rising youth become the sire. 
With all his little offspring loved and dear. 
Alternate objects of his hope and fear. 
Crowding, in rival fondness, round his knee 
To snatch the kiss and share their ecstasy. 
When, with uplifted hands and looks sincere. 
The holy circle join in pious prayer. 
How sweet to hear the tender father dwell 
On names beloved, on deeds remembered well, — 
To hear the youthful group upraise on high 
The artless strain of heaven-bom melody. 
Taught by their gratefid sire to lisp the praise 
0( those who toiled to crown his early days 
With every, blessing to improve the heart. 
Which wisdom formed or virtue could impart. 

As Gibeon's towers retained the lingering ray. 
The tarrying splendour of the god of day. 
Whose undeparted glory stayed to hail 
The moon's pale light in Ajalon's deep vale, — 
So shines on Erin's long-beclouded night 
The glorious orb of patriotic light — 
So rests the unsetting sun on Erin's land — 
So loves the waneless moon to peerless stand. 
And gaze, with all the brightness of their ken. 
On the bold efforts of the sons of men. 
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Ye generous guardians of neglected youth ! 
Boast of your country, advocates of truth!* 
Long as the feeble Muse can tune her lays. 

So long my verse shall verberate your praise. | 

With daring Spirit, and with restless zeal« 1 

Go on, ye patriot few, who warmly feel I 

For other's wants ; and, as your virtuous cause 
Is blessed on earthy approved by Heaven's applause. 
May the bright day-spring of Emmanuel's love 
Shine on your every efibrt, from above ; 
And may your brethren of a sister land. 
Who iill your treasures with a liberal hand. 
Live to behold instruction's bright'ning flame 
Light every clime — be hailed by every name. 

Erin, my native land ! thou still art nigh^ 
Thy sons, thy soil, thy wild harp's minstrelsy. 
Thy social temper, ever frank and free. 
Thy friendship, love, and hospitality. 
Thy daundess bravery, devoid of fear. 
To me have ever been, and still are dear. 
Fve marked thy heroes in the field of blood 
Front the strong foe with hardy fortitude, 
And^ reckless of impending danger, raise 
The arm of vengeance to enstamp thy praise. 
Whate'er of Senator refined, or Sage, 
Lives in the records of the annalled page: 
Whate'er of oratory lifts thy name 
To height of peerless eminence and feme, 

* Swnday School Society for Ireland. 
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And ranks a Flooi>^ a Curran^ and a Burke, 
Of Eloquence the mighty master-work. 
Or hails departed Grattan's deathless fire. 
Of patriotic worth the matchless sire,-^ 
These would the Muse, iVith no ungrateful lay. 
Delight to dream of, honour, ahd portray. 

But, still another strain demands her care— - 
A theme that asks her pity, and her prayer ; 
My country's wretchedness — the balefiil wo. 
From ignorance and vice, that deeply flow. 
And send the tide of angry feud and strife. 
Through all the currency of social life; 
The parent stem uncropt by pruning tim6, ■ ' 
That spreads around the noxious weeds of crime. 
And mockiiig cultivation's partial skill. 
Rears hijgh and wide a Lazar-house of ill. 

O, I could weep, and from my bosom mourn. 
As o'er the page of guilt I sickeiied.turn ; 
And note the march of semi-annual shame. 
That ushers into light each spotted nanle. 
Which spuming man's restraint, or voice of Gcid, 
Reveals the work of butchery and fraud. 
Yon hardened culprit, trained to darkling scenes. 
Where scarce the thought of danger intervenes : 
Who leaps the mounds of right, and, lawless, tries 
To mock the sleepless vigils pf the skies; 
And ripening in the march of daring wile. 
Adds vice to vice, with treachery and guile ; 
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Now plunged in guilt, and led by law's control 
To own the horrors of a sin-stained soul. 
Survey his. trembling frame, his gaze of fear ; 
His watered cheek unused to melting tear. 
And as the trump of justice sounds the knell. 
That wakes,, within his breast, the direful swell 
Of terror, shame, and all the angry train. 
The felon's destiny — the felon's pain ; 
Let his last accents ring upon a world 
From wisdom, innocence, and virtue hurled. 

** Oh ! had the warning voice, a mother's care 
" Was wont to mingle with her earnest prayer, 
" But found i;s entrance to this heart of wo, 
"To guide its feelings, check its guilty flow; 
" Had tut the Sabbath's renovating rest, 
" Reflection's early mom indulgent blest, 
" And all the wand'rings of a youthful age 
"Been counselled by the Scripture's sacred page ; 
" Had heaven and virtue been my ceaseless aim, 
" I shoiild have handed down my wretched name, 
" Without the harrowing pang of inward ill, 
" And countless fears that now my bosom fill. 
" Companions of my fruitless crimes, in me 
" Behold the .thoughtless sinner's misery ; 
" And ere the justice of an angry God 
" Lifts up his righteous arm with vengeful rod, 
** From vice and punishment repentant flee, 
" And, sheltered in the safe -security . 
"Of still-extended mercy, reap the joy 
" Of peaceful conscience — bliss without alloy," 
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Yc patriot few : in whom your country's weal. 
Awakes a promptitude her wrongs to heal : 
O, cast a pitying eye o'er those whom strife 
And ignorance have rendered ready rife 
For every baser deed, that clouds with shame 
Our nation's history, and her public fame. 
The Bench may lecture with the voice of awe. 
Stem Justice may proclaim her rig^d law ; 
£v'n bolts and chains, the scaffold's dread array. 
And death itself their vengeance may portray — 
Tis all in vain ; crime shuts both heart and ear. 
Reckless o'erleaping every mound of fear. 
Tis Education melts the stubborn breast. 
And hushes all its violence to rest ; 
Smooths the rough texture of th' imcultured mind. 
Diffusing o'er its powers a charm refined. 
Tis Education's fostering aid that rears 
A peaceful peasantry, and noiseless clears 
The land of rubbish, waste, and noxious weed 
That fatten on the soil, with sateless greed : 
Here rise the home-taught blessings, that sublime 
Th' aspiring soul above the thought of crime ; 
Distend the growing germ of moral worth. 
And call the loftier train of virtues forth. 
Here spring, from many a sterile, dreary wild. 
Reflection's brightness, wisdom undefiled. 

Ye Senators, that o'er the wavy tide 
Of state dominion pilot-like preside. 
Be yours, with salutary aim sincere. 
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Estranged from tyrant frown, or eye austere. 
To patronize, and waft from shore to shore. 
Instruction's blest and sin-destroying lore ! 
And while you guard the glory of the realm. 
Let pauper education steer the helm ; 
Thus smoothly shall your fearless vessel ride. 
And, safe, through every storm victorious glide. 

Down from the throne, through every varying stream 
Of public rule, let soft-eyed mercy beam. 
Instructive o'er a darkened land ; while peace 
And piety a nation's strength increase. 
Tis yours, ye guardians of the empire's good. 
To banish faction, quell discordant feud. 
Besiege sedition in his darkling den. 
And chase the monster from the haunts of men. 
Rapine and ruin, cruelty and fraud. 
Retreating, deprecate your watchful nod ; 
While true allegiance to the court of Heaven, 
Fealty to kingly law, ingenuous given ; 
Domestic happiness, the lovelier tram 
Of charities, shall bless your happy reign. 

Now to a scene that sickens on the view 
I painfrd turn — a scene whose morbid hue 
Sends to the heart an aching pang of grief. 
And asks the pitying bosom for relief: 
The culprit's dungeon now demands my care. 
The crowded prison, dwelling of despair. 
But darker still with deeds that deadly glare 
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Around the wall of wretchedness, and show 
The blackest spectacle of human wo. 

O see that motley throng ! No sense of shame- 
A shattered reputation — felon's name — 
Bring horror to the soul. With peace unblest, . 
No rankling tortures rack thei|- guilty breast ; 
Careless of past or coming ill, the day 
Glides oil in lewd and thoughtless revelry. 
The hardy veteran in the field of strife, — ; 
Th' assassin, red with reeking ebb of life, — 
The midnight plunderer, — the perjiu^ed knave, — 
Each in his turn a ready audience crave. 
Thue opes th? school of villany, in schools 
That novices initiate by rules ; 
And crime, coiifin'd by space, enlarged in skill. 
Prepares the elements of future ill. 
The stripling, half-instructed and unvers'd. 
Here ripen'd, and in varied pl^n immersed. 
With heart like adamant, undaunted hears 
Of retribution as it quickly nears, — 
Remorse — conviction — every softening power — 
Are all forgotten in that awful hour. 

Ye safeguards of the realm ! ye spirits pure 
That watch o'er guilt, and honesty secure ! 
Ye ministers of Heaven's behest, that shed 
A ray of hope arovmd the sinner's bed ! 
Philanthropists, who widely scatter joy 
And blessing in the scats of infamy. 
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And from distresst and wretchedness distil ; 
A balsai?! to arrest the march of ill ! 
Say, is there no presiding genius nigh 
The sin-curst felcm's darkness to descry, — 
To light the lamp of penitence, and shine 
Upon his stupor with a look divine ? 
Or is there no kind messenger of love. 
Descending with a feeling from above. 
To mingle in the convict's cheerless cell. 
And snatch him from the prison-house of hell ? 
Where is the vent'rous Howard> naxjie revered ! 
Present where'er tlie face of wo appeared. 
And, reckless of disease or terror^s form. 
In dungeon, hospital,; — w^^^'^^ plight harm. 
Assiduous, active, heart both warm and high. 
Plied still the work of sweet humanity ? 

Arise some other such, or Mercy sleeps 
Unpitying,^Philanthr.opy but weeps 
At ills long nursed by inattentive care. 
And reprobates the crime she seems to share. 
Why droops the Muse despondent ? Brighter skies 
Her warmest hopes, her very fears surprise. 
Deep in the dungeon's gloom a voice descends, . 
That seems to say, even felons have their friends,- 
Who from the pale of liberty would try 
To break, the chain of soul-captivity. 
Hail, guardians of a long-deserted cause. 
Till now beyond the reach of human laws !— - 
A cause which breathes the pure angelic flame. 
That sheds a brightness round the culprit's shame. 
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England I thou hast a treasure in thy land 
Beyond the wealth of kings, for it shall stand 
Imperishable when moth and rust 
Shall stamp corruption on thy golden dust. 
Thou hast a mine of living worth in her. 
Priestess of Heaven, and Mercy's messenger ? 
Hail, generous Fry ! thou light of womanidnd. 
Not more intent on good than rich in mind, — ^*^ 
Not more inclined the captives' cell to seek 
Than that the sin-imprisoned soul should break 
The cruel fetters that enslave to earth. 
The heir of heaven, whose destiny and birth 
Forbid that bolt or bond, or man's decree. 
Should spoil its hope of endless liberty. 

Now would the Muse with gladdened spirit trace 
A glowing aspect in her country's face. 
And own the more than philanthropic charm 
That frees the patriot bosom from alarm. 
No more the prison-house records the strife. 
And deadlier deeds of vitiated life. 
When moral wretchedness and foul deceit 
With every base and low-bom passion meet. 
Around the penal guardianship of rule. 
Instruction opes her uninvited school. 
And sends her radiant brightness through a scene. 
Where long-lost truth revives her lovely mien. 
And vice repentant like the shade of night 
Recedes at morning break, or dawning light. 
Through every theatre of crime, where'er 
The human sympathy can find a sphere ; 
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Or, midst the range of public crowds, or gloom 
Of prison court, let pity still illume 
The intellect, estranged to heavenly lore. 
And virtue spread her salutary store. 
Thus, shall the culprit's bosom learn to rise. 
To estimate its sky-bom destinies. 
And peace extend its olive wand, and preach 
The sweets that piety must ever teach. 
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O FOR a sacred lyre of golden string, 

A Muse of Zion, and an angel's wing, i 

An inspiration that is only given 

To those who dedicate their song to Heaven ! I 

Then would I soar on high, sublimely fraught, i 

And grasp the full immensity of thought, — • » 

Trace, with expanded heart, th'.etherial way, i. ' I 

And hail the sunshine of eternal day. j 

Alas! nor mortal eye nor mortal pen. 

Nor poet's loftiest unassisted ken. 

Shall ever penetrate yon gloHous maze. 

The scene of angel's bliss and spirit's praise. 

Till earth has lowly pillowed what can die. 

And Heaven has welcomed immortality. 

But though the world my muse may shade in gloom. 
And hand my verse inglorious to the tomb. 
Let me but live, while truth inspires my lay. 
To laud in song the Howards of the day. 
Then will I calmly die, nor plead with fame 
To save from dark forgetfulness my name. 

Woman ! to thee belongs the first address ! 
Thou light of life and soul of loveliness ! 
Whether thou lingerest near us as we roam. 
Or deck'st with smiles the scenery of home, 
Bind'st with the tenderest care our aching head. 
Or drop'st thy tears upon our sickly bed, — 
Still thou art nigh, the sunbeam of our days. 
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The bow of promise,, gilding with thy rays 
The clovids that threaten our terrestrial span. 
And but for thee would burst on lonely man. 
Oft h^ve I mai^ked thee soothing pale distress 
Beneath tfee lowly cot of wretchedness, — 
Heard the Ipne orphan^ grateful for thy care. 
Lisping thy name,, in fervency of prayer, — 
But never did; thy generous deeds impart 
A fairer charm to captivate the heart. 
Than when employed, in sweet instruction's hour, 
Dropj)ing the dew of knowledge on the flower. 
That, but for thee, lone, pitiless, and rude,. 
Had sprung, anid pined, and died in solitude. 
O I could dwell for ever on thy name. 
Thou fairest emblem of our country's fame ! 
Woman ! whene'er my heart — my harp — my page. 
Breathe jiot thy plaudits, let the frosts of age 
Nip the wild genius of my ripening Muse, — 
Freeze the warm current of the soul, — diffuse 
Through every nerve its cheerless cold, the while 
Unwarm'd by love — unblest by Woman's smile. 

: Oh, there was oney now numbered with the dead,^*^ 
For whom the lyre was strung, the tear was shed, — • 
One whose exalted thought, and taste refined, 
Pour'd on the path a light, and to the mind 
Of helpless youth unfolded rich supply 
From Heaven's exhaustless Scripture treasury : 
And she was fair and lovely to the sight 
As the first beam that ushers, in the light, — 
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And she was kind> and often did impart 

Full many a comfort to the widow's heart,— 

And she was pious, and to her was gitcn 

To tread the narrow path that leads to Heaven. 

Though sudden was the call that led her hence 

From earthly scenes a blessed recompense 

Of pure reward awaited her above, — 

To sing the anthem of redeeming love ! 

Oh happy spirit ! dear departed shade \ 

Thy fresh and fragrant memory ne'er shall ^de. 

Long in this heart thy virtuous deeds shall dwell. 

And oft for thee the pensive dirge shall swell 

The saddest numbers of the plaintive lyre 

That Pity ever felt, or could inspire. 

Arid ye ! who emulate the softer train. 
In deeds of love, demand my grateful strain ; 
A tribute worthy of the generous cause. 
Beyond the registry of man's applause. 
Seraphs on high re-echo loud the plan, 
" Glory to God on high, and peace to man.'' 
Immortal fervour animates the lyre. 
Though feebly strung when themes like these inspire 
The humble efforts of the Bard, to raise 
The meed of song, the just reward of praise. 
Amidst the lone monotony of life. 
The selfish crowd, the progeny of strife. 
How sweet to find one sunny spot to rest. 
Where heavenly wisdom builds her halcyon nest ; 
And sacred truth, the tenant of the sky. 
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Reveals the purpose of eternity ; 
And sheds a holy calm on every clime. 
That waits the fiat of receding time. 

Confederate powers, celestial guides of Heaven 1 
As mentors to the blind and wand'ring given ; 
Excite the solemn strain, and teach my verse. 
Emboldened by your mandate, to rehearse 
The patriotic warmth, the glow of zeal 
That prompt the pulse of sympathy to feel 
For ills too long by superstition nursed. 
And rendered more, by ignorance, accursed — 
Bis, that too long entombed our Island's fame. 
And left her page synonymous with shame. 
Awake, ye varied powers, that can instil 
Truth on the mind, and regulate the will ; 
And thou, my soul, awake and hymn on high. 
The Heaven-led labours of philanthropy. 
Not all the wonted round of care and strife. 
The daily drudgery of active life. 
Can ever shameful lull the virtuous breast 
To apathy, or ^se luxurious rest. 
On that blessed mom when every charm abroad 
Invites the freshened soul to hail its God 5 
And every feeling, soothed with solitude, 
Del^hts in doing or receiving good. 

Tis theirs, when giddy crowds, with vacant thought. 
By empty pride, or sinful folly taught. 
The gliding Sabbath waste in sloth or show. 
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To bid the youthful bosom joyous glow 

With sacred. knowledge borrowed from the sky. 

The monitor of mortal destiny, 

*Tis theirs, with unobtrusive, pleasing care, 

Th6 infant group to culture and prepare. 

For all the scenes of life's eventfld day. 

And opening mysteries of eternity. 

Heaven's volume, and its spirit still their guide. 

O'er mind and soul they sedulous preside ; 

Solicitous, with pleasure, to impart. 

The growth of thought the pureness of the hearts 

The bread cast forth upon the flood to-day. 
The passing stream may hurry soon away ; 
But storm and torrent ceased, repay their pain 
With glebe improved and unexpected gain. 
The dew of dawn that glitters o'er the mead. 
May with the glowing breath of morn recede ; 
Returning eve refunds the liquid store. 
And lucid gems their freshen'd sweetness pour. 
Thus in a present, or a coming age, 
A future good rewards their tutelage ; 
And ripening beauty, from the cultur'd soil. 
Shall prove a rich reversion for their toil. 

Say, does the world bestow the meed of praise^ 
On those who spend the morning of their days 
^Striving to scatter, with assiduous hand. 
The seeds of thought upon a barrea land ! 
Ah no! there may be some who yield applause. 
And laud to share the honour of the cause. 
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Others there are, who doubtfully descry. 

Ten thousand ills with microscopic eye ; 

Their visual orb, <till narrowing as they cast 

A glance so sage o'er present, or the past ; 

While some igaiA new feelings still inspire. 

And like a Salamander. live in fire. 

Envy, ambition hollow, all the strife 

Of darklhig ill, evolving still a life 

Capricious, now that thinks, and now would preach 

"Of excellence it ne'er attempts to reach/' 

Pride, ignorance, and malice in their turn. 

Feeding the craving breast, that still must bum 

To show its greatness — on the book of fame. 

Exhausting, while it glares with livid flame. 

The poet's wing averts its sacred flight. 

From scenes like these, that sicken on the sight. 

And darken, with their murky atmosphere, 

A clime as cloudless, as serene and clear. 

The heart, enslaved by dull inaction's power. 
Feds not the holy rapture of the hour 
When the high praise of Heaven is swelled above. 
By tongues attuned to harmony and love. 
Now bursts the solemn cadence on the ear ; 
Now rolls the anthem cherubs love to hear ; 
And whilst devotion lifts the soul on high. 
Ten thousand hallelujahs rend the sky. 
Thus end the pleasures of the hallowed day. 
In voice of prayer and pious melody ; 
And as the mantling twilight gathers round. 
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The dusky eve records the softened sound. 
And nature, beaming with a chastened joy. 
Commingles in the choral symphony. 

How fondly have I lingered, pleased to see 
The grateful group withdrawing reverently. 
Oft have I watched the sober train depart. 
Each to his humble hom^e with joyous heart ; 
Oft have I seen the helpless arms of youth 
Entwined around the oracles of truth,^*^ 
Guarding, with jealous care and anxious eyes. 
Their treasure here— their passport to the skies. 

Trace the young pupil to the social hearth. 
No vacant jest, nor burst of lawless mirth ; 
Nor song profane, nor fiction's dangerous tales. 
Disturb the quietude that there prevails. 
Mark the untutored parents' gaze of joy. 
Beaming with new-bom rapture on their boy. 
He tells what he had heard, and sung, and read. 
How Jesus meekly suffered, died, and bled ; 
And as the list'ning conscience stands defiled. 
The parents bend a convert to their child.^'^ 

As beams the moon with more resplendent light. 
When bursting from the ebon clouds of night; 
So shines with brighter beam the gospel page. 
When youth's young mom dispels the mists of age. 
See the poor widow on her lonely bed. 
By infant counsel sooth'd and comforted ;^*^ 
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Though helpless are the hands that yield relief. 
And weak the voice that nursles her belief; 
The power that bade the reckless raven hie. 
His prophet's wants with nurture to supply ; 
The God that swelled the widow's scanty store. 
And made her cruse exhaustless still run o'er ; 
The same in purpose, promise, and in grace. 
By time unchanged, — unlimited by place. 
Reigns Lord of all that dwells in earth or sky. 
To bless the work of youthful piety ; 
And can from imexpected sources raise 
A high memorial of His love and praise. 

When such a ripened harvest smiles around. 
New raptures in the tutor's heart abound ; 
Still there are nipping frosts may damp his fire. 
And chill the current of his fond desire. 
Oft, midst the wavy field of hopeful bloom. 
The tangling weed awakes a fearful gloom ; 
The tender blade, by vernal sims caressed. 
Oft droops by parching winds its with'ring breast ; 
Thus toils the patient teacher in a field. 
That little hope or little fruit can yield ; 
And meets, from those who should his worth revere. 
The taunt of mockery and idle jeer. 
And some there are, who wear a parent's name, 
Estrang'd alike to feeling and to shame. 
Who, importuned the liberal boon to share. 
That love and mercy for their wants prepare. 
With haughty brow, or thankless air, refuse 
Whate'er or truth or wisdom might diffuse ; 
G 
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And dream of danger^ when each joy of sense 
Associates the charms of innocence. 
To them unknown the blessings that result. 
To youth unformed, or manhood, or adult ; 
Blessings refined, that yet may be conveyed. 
By lisping tongues, beneath the lowly shade ; 
Or handed down by riper age, to scenes. 
Where scarce a smile of goodness intervenes — 
Be not dismayed, ye noble, generous throng. 
Alike unmoved by scorn or flatt'ry*s song ; • 
Whatever the ills that on your path intrude. 
Live like your Master, ever doing good. 

Oh ! what a scene lies open to the view, 
A scene enriched by prospects ever new ; 
Nor bounded by the transient glimpse of time. 
Its widening vistas lead to heights sublime. 
'* Eternal sunshine" rests upon the spot. 
Where knowledge, truth, and piety are taught ; 
Where love, in all its loveliness display'd. 
Leads the untutored mind to heaven for aid. 

And ye, who labour 'midst the youthful throng. 
And mingle with their prayer and votive song. 
Who sweetly pour into the infant breast 
The charm of truth and education blest ; 
Say, have ye not reflection's sagely power 
Felt deeply in that interesting hour. 
When holiness, with all its grand array. 
Employed each solemn sensibility ; 
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And Heaven, and Hell, and Hope, and Fear in view. 
Cast o'er your rising thought a sacred hue. 
Which spoke a loud naemento to the heart. 
Beyond the technic rules of feeble art. 
Say in the all-important scene which feeds 
Infant immortals, with the heavenly seeds 
Of wholesome aliment, that rears the soul, 
. To run its race to that mysterious goal. 
Where pain or pleasure, still unchanged, shall close 
The chronicle of life's too transient shows, — 
Say, shall the moral of that task you feel. 
Which others con, and learn, and you reveal. 
Re-act in vain, whilst virtue refluent turns. 
And, warmed with freshened life, invigorate burns. 

When empty pride shall waste its glittering show. 
And avarice all its thirst of gain forego, — 
When revolution, war, and deadly strife. 
Shall stain no more the register of life. 
When all the petty play, that bears along 
In pleasure's giddy train the struggling throng. 
Shall vanish like the dew-drops of the morn. 
Or foamy wave by tempest-ocean torn, — 
When earth, expiring, opes her wondering eye 
Upon the vastness of eternity, — 
When all of purple sky, or valley green. 
Shall, mingling, paint a resurrection scene, — 
Thy cause, inmiortal truth, religious love, 
"Midst ruin wide, shall live in spheres above. 
And crown the countless ages of a clime 
Unchequered by the waste or change of time. 
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Religion bids the moral &bric rise. 
And points her happy children to the skies. 
Thrice happy they ! beneath her sovereign hand. 
That meekly listen to her soft command ; 
Her precepts know — ^her covmsels sweet revere. 
And trace in her the parent and the seer. 
Mother of every blessing man can know ! 
Prophetic still of joys that endless flow. 
Be mine the gracious task to shed her ray 
Wide as the reach of sin-wrought misery, — 
O'er every hamlet, village, cot, or field. 
Scatter the treasures she can nobly yield. 
Till vice and ignorance, retreating, leave 
The sympathizing breast no more to grieve. 
But peace, and love, and truth unbounded, sway 
Far as the reach of eye or stretch of day. 

Here would I pause, and from the sunny height 
That lifts me o'er a landscape rich and bright. 
Like pilgrim wandering through a sterile wild. 
Till from beneath him beauteous prospects smiled. 
Survey the rude and roughened scene that frowned 
In tracks now lost in distance, while around 
And onward seems a softer, lovelier range. 
That pictures to the gaze a cultured change. 
Where fancy roves in dreams of promised good. 
To cheer the past, yet dreary solitude. 
Thus would I pause, and cast a grateful eye 
O'er Erin's shores, and mark her scenery. 
No more her hardy offspring roam abroad. 
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With sullen look, forgetful of their God, 
Or spend the live-long day with reckless air. 
Estranged alike to thought, or joy, or care ; 
No more when Sabbath suns shine o'er the plain. 
Shall vacant mirth or vicious pastime reign. 
Or hill and valley sound the noisy glee. 
Of youthful throng or impious jollity. 

But still a higher theme demands my song, 
A theme that would an angel's strain prolong, 
A strain delightful to the sacred Muse, 
And bids each harmonising heart diffuse. 
In wider circles through earth's ample sphere. 
Instruction's blessings, peaceful as sincere. 
If e'er amid this weary mortal round 
A purer livelier joy this heart has found, 
Tis when surrounded by the gathering crowd 
Of fellow-teachers, emulously proud 
To aid each other in a task of love. 
That trains the infant mind for scenes above. 
And scatters far, through every darkened clime. 
Improvement lasting and a bliss sublime. 
How sweet the scene where love and union reign ! 
No strife to mar or jealousy to pdn ; 
No partial feeling to extort applause. 
By narrowed effort in a public cause. 
Nor lordly essay to monopolise 
Conmiiseration's noblest charities. 

Hail union of the liberal and the good !^°^ 
Associates firm, by kindly zeal imbued ! 
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Tis yours, with simultaneous act and skill. 
Religion's loveliest lessons to instil, — 
Yourselves, examples of the truths you teach. 
And commentaries that persuasive preach 
Wisdom's soft influence to the sinful heart. 
Beyond the cold and critic rule of art. 
Be yours, with force united, zeal combined. 
To spread the blessings of a cultured mind. 
And o'er the darkened region rude and wild. 
Too long by ignorance and vice defiled. 
Diffuse the rich and soul-enlivening ray 
That brightens all to pure and perfect day. 
While patriot ranks and senators conspire. 
Alike enkindl.ed by the generous fire 
Of philanthropic love, to crush the reign 
Of slavery, and break the despot's chain ; 
Be yours a loftier, fairer path to tread. 
And wake the slumbers of the thoughtless dead. 

Ye guardians of the unenlightened poor. 
Patrons of all that virtue can secure. 
Where'er you ply your task, by mountain side. 
In village rustic, or in city wide, 
Whate'er your range, in all the varied soil. 
Made happy by your voluntary toil, 
I love the social scene that binds in one 
Fraternal bond of glorious unison 
Your generous energies, and throws a chain 
Of harmony around your blest domain. 
Tis there with interchanging hearts you feel 
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The solace of a heaven-born commonweal. 

Which sweetly compensates for all the throes 

That may the sangume bosom discompose. 

Or vex the patient and assiduous mind. 

When disappointment mocks attention kind. 

Tis there your pleasures give their purest zest. 

When joy sends joy electric to the breast. 

And new ambitions raise a higher flow 

Of stimulating spirit, breathes the glow 

Ecstatic, grasping in its wide embrace 

The earth-spread joys of mental happiness. 

Knowledge, enlightening every clime and shore 

Where vice or superstition frowned before. 

And Peace and Wisdom, with their heavenly train. 

Exhibiting an universal reign. 

Embosomed in a circle that combines 

Each scattered thought, and closely intertwines. 

In links unbroken, every tender tie 

Of mutual love and heartfelt sympathy. 

See here whatever is beauteous in the smile 
Of brotherhood, without deceit or guile, — 
Whate'er is eminent in counsel sage, 
Conmiingling tender youth with hoary age. 
New prospects and new joys successive rise. 
Alternate each his varying purpose tries,-r- 
Collision quickens into birth the fire 
Of latent thought, that kindles to inspire 
An ampler field of generous delight. 
In scenefs still dark with intellectual night. 
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Thus deep and wide the stream of mercy flows. 
Still gathering magnitude where'er it goes. 
Till, swelled by numerous tributary force, 
A majesty resistless tracks its course. 
Thus friend with friend consorting dares to brave 
The fears that would the stoutest heart enslave ; 
What singly might the warrior's breast appal. 
Before the patriot phalanx quickly' fall. 
Where'er our boasted navies meet the eye. 
Proud in the peerless might of majesty. 
Safe in the sheltered haven, creek or bay. 
The twisted cable proves their fdthfiil stay. 
From single threads, by hand of art combined. 
The pliant cords are strengthened and entwined ; 
Coil meeting coil assumes a finished form. 
And holds its floating trust amid the storm. 

'TIS union senator and soldier arms 
Against the pressure of the mind's alarms. 
And nerves the spirit, with a freshened flame. 
To deeds of martial glory and of fame. 
Sweet power, 'tis thine to usher in the ray 
Of sunny gladness on our chequered way. 
And gild with golden lustre every scene. 
Reflected by thy softened beam serene. 
In peace, whate'er is lovely or benign. 
In war, sublime or fearful, all are thine. 
Thou guid'st the hand of charity, and still 
Kindly educest good from threatened ill, — 
Thou caterest to virtue's wants, — the poor 
From thee their daily sustenance ensure. 
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Friend of the ignorant ! to thee belong 
The bard's affection and the poet's song. 

As shone the natal star in eastern sky. 
Refulgent harbinger of Deity, 
So beams from Sabbath lore a heavenly ray 
To guide th' untutored pilgrim on his way ; 
And, as the flood of glory pours along. 
Youth swells my verse, and age uplifts my song. 
Now would I leave the infant throng, for scenes 
Where sympathy, industrious, intervenes. 
And hail the splendour of the noontide hour. 
That sheds o'er ripened life its kindliest power. 
Thou who hast reached maturity of years. 
And moum'st thy dearth of intellect in tears. 
Rouse from the slumbers of neglected youth. 
Nor fear, though late, to learn the word of truth. 
The power that oped the eyeballs of the blind 
Can shed a light upon the sunless mind ; 
And He who formed the sun can yield a ray 
To gild the twilight of the darkest day. 

Mary was early left to drop the tear. 
And weep in sorrow o'er a father's bier, — 
Mary was early doomed to heave the sigh 
For her who watched her helpless infancy. 
No father's care to guide her in the truth. 
No mother's watchful eye to guard her youth ; 
Left with the stranger in her tender years. 
She wailed her lonely orphanage in tears. 
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Time dried the tear^ and chased the sigh away. 

And Mary's heart grew innocently gay. 

At summer's eve, upon the village green. 

In artless sports the rural maid was seen ; 

Amidst the living ring she bore the sway. 

Still the fond subject of their roundelay. 

The changing showers of spring-tide quickly fell. 

And chased the sunbeam from the lonely dell. 

Gave brighter colour to the primrose hue. 

And clothed the violet with a heavenlier blue. 

When, in the gaudy pomp of their array, 

A band of soldiers, decked with ribbons gay. 

Entered the village with a martial air. 

Enticing heedless youth and maiden fair. 

Fond of display, they proudly waved on high 

A shattered ensign of their victory. 

And smiled to see the rustics circling round. 

Attracted by the trumpet's warlike sound. 

Parade and music — mirth and bold array — 

Combine to keep perpetual holiday, — 

Give a new aspect to the rural throng — 

Now war the theme — ^now woman — love and song. 

Mary, at first, gazed on the altered scene 

With pensive look, and sighed for what had been ; 

But such a flowery pathway met her eye. 

Such light and shade, and sweet variety. 

She never dreamed the rose concealed a thorn. 

Nor gloomy clouds could shade so bright a morn. 

The past was gone, — the present in her view, — 

Each luring object so familiar grew. 
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She soon forgot her wonted happy state. 
And fell a prey to ^sehood and deceit. 

Loud roared the wind in elemental strife. 
When Mary left her cot a soldier's wife ; 
And many a tedious tiresome hour was gone 
Before she reached the distant garrison. 
Arrived, she scarce had viewed the wond'rous scene. 
When, pale with wo, and of dejected mien, 
A wife — a mother — with her infant child — 
Revealed the truth that Mary was beguiled. 
Sad was the tale — distracting was the sight, — 
She fled — and, in the strange town's cheerless night. 
Sought for a pillow on the pavement cold. 
With scarce a garb her slender form to fold. 
Dark was the cloud that curtained Mary's head : 
She woke, and, starting from her stony bed. 
Felt all the agony of sad distress, — 
Diseased, — deceived, — and sunk in wretchedness. 

The morning dawned, — a traveller passing by 
Conveyed the outcast to a sanctuary ; 
And there a good Samaritan was near. 
The sick to heal, the broken heart to cheer. 
Days — restless nights of anguish — passed away. 
Wasting the frame. The soul that cannot pray 
Sheds o'er its tenement a sickened gloom. 
Like a dim lamp suspended in a tomb. 
No joy of promised aid did Mary feel — 
No soothing voice to tell '* He wounds to hear — 
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No friend, in early life, her mind to store 
With hallowed comforts brought from Bible lore. 
Unlettered and untaught, she felt the rod — 
Drank of the bitter cup — nor thought of God. 
Recovered from the couch of pale disease. 
Once more the sufferer felt the freshening breeze 
Play on her pallid cheek. The lovely light 
Of better days shone on her raptured sight, — 
The same unalterable friend was nigh 
Who firist outstretched the hand of charity. 

I well remember when the aged man 
Brought the poor outcast Mary, pale and wan. 
To yonder Sabbath-School. His form sublimc^*^ 
Seemed like a Patriarch of olden time. 
And when he said, " O pity her distress. 
The Lord will bless thee — she is fatherless," 
The tender accents of his trembling voice 
Breathed a prophetic sound of Mary's choice, — 
A presage true, for soon tlie yielding heart 
Proclaimed that Mary chose the better part. 
Each Sabbath day, each quick revolving year. 
Gave indication of a soul sincere, — 
A mind devoted to the cause of truth. 
Bewailing oft the thoughtlessness of youth. 
Oh who can tell the Teacher's heartfelt joy 
When Mary's tongue in prayer found sweet employ ? 
As from the Bible's hallowed store she brought 
Food for the mind and raiment for the thought. 
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Now in a refuge-home,* where oft distress 
Has found relief from want and wretchedness, 
Mary is seen, in confidential trust. 
Humble as honest — diligent as just. 
Calm in the sunshine of a happier day. 
Full many a year passed quietly away ; 
Closely attendant on the means of grace. 
She drank salvation's cup, and loved to place 
Her confidence in Him whose sovereign power 
Upholds the weak in sacramental hour. 
Nor were the minor duties left undone : 
He, who the work of grace has once begun. 
Directs the smallest actions of the heart. 
And harmonises all in every part. 

The work was done — the seed of life was sown — 
The budding promise of the vineyard blown — 
Nor aught but the attraction of the skies 
Was wanting now to bid the fragrance rise. 
Like some fair flower by winter winds o'ercast. 
That bends its pensile stem to every blast. 
So drooped the lonely orphan, — for the storm 
Of early woes had stooped her slender form. 
The pale cheek's sickly hue— the sunken eye — 
The hectic cough — the frequent heavy sigh — 
Gave warning of that quick approaching hour 
When death would lose his sting — the grave its power. 
No wave rolled darkly in a troubled sea 
To hide the shores of blest futurity ; 

* House of Industry, Belfast. 
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Calm as the whispering breeze of summer even. 

When twilight breathes its vesper hymn to Heaven — 

Mild as the summer sun that sinb to rest 

Within the waters of the golden west — 

So gently Mary yielded up her breath 

To Him who keeps the keys of hell and death. 

Shade of the just ! thy night of sorrow's gone. 
Thy happy spirit hails a brighter dawn ; 
As thy exalted hopes on earth were high. 
So is thy bliss exalted in the sky, — 
All that thy longing soul desired here. 
Thou hast in heaven, for Christ, thy Lord, is there. 

God works mysteriously — His sovereign grace 
Spreads far and wide: Nor time, nor change, nor place 
Its plans can fetter, or its power restrain. 
Or bound the wonders of its vast domain : 
The blinded mind it opes to heavenly light — 
The sorrowing heart it leads to prospects bright — 
Infuses through the soul the softening charm 
Of meek contrition and devotion warm — 
And on the ruins of despair uprears 
A monument against delusive fears : 
Like dew-distilling, now it soothes the soul. 
With promises that strengthen and console, — 
Like mountain-stream, again, it sweeps away 
Corruption foul, indulged inquity. 

O, soar with me to Cambria's boldest height. 
Where knowledge pours her tide of new-born light ; 
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Where Nature, in her rudest, wildest form. 

Laughs at the blast, and revels in the storm ; 

Where first the |»oiis Charles assiduous tried. 

To spread the page of wisdom for and wide,^'^ 

And from the hamlet of the cotter raise 

A fresh memento of his Master's praise. 

Twas his, by purest aim and heart designed. 

To give to ripened years a ripened mind ; 

And, 'midst the ruggedness of life uncouth. 

To shed o'er wrinkled age the charm of youth ; 

'Twas his, by patient care and watchful skill. 

In vale sequestered, or the lofty hill. 

Where'er the hand of charity could move. 

In acts of noblest worth and heart-felt love. 

To meet the roughened tenant of the rock. 

And all the hoard of mental food unlock ; 

While sturdy manhood, sires, and sons, around. 

Would pause, and eager catch the good man's sound. 

Beneath the welcome though unpolished roof. 

Suspicious jealousy and fear aloof. 

Then would he sit, and, with a winning smile. 

The precious hour in useful toil beguile. 

Till age forgot its slackened nerve, and rose 

Elastic from its long unlettered doze ; 

While gratitude, and all the softer train 

Of budding virtues, through the circle reign. 

The register of pride, or trump of fame. 

May swell the prowess of the hero's name ; 

The chronicle of public praise may laud 

The blood-stained theatre where warriors trod ; 
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The civic chart may trace the nobler course 

Wher-e patriot spirits spent their moral force ; 

But, 'midst the blaze of popular array. 

Where laurelled chieftains proudly seek for sway. 

Thy deathless name, regretted Charles, shall live. 

Where'er the heart a pleasing puke can give ; 

A pulse, which beats responsive to the flow 

Of pitying sorrow for another's wo. 

And sends the radiance of celestial light 

To souls immured in intellectual night. 

The aged crowd that round thee gladly throng. 

And swell thy virtues with their grateful song. 

More lively analyse thy pious heart. 

Than poet's lay or mimic form of art. 

While'er of sagely thought or heavenly truth 

Is dear to hoary age or blooming youth. 

Thy name, in memory's sweetest balm enshrined. 

Shall live immortal in the generous mind. 

To warmer climes with equal warmth I turn. 
Where brighter rays and softer radiance burn. 
England, — thou nurse of every genial tie. 
That twines the heart in kindliest charity. 
To thee with no unwilling flight I tend. 
With all the mind can wish, or heart befriend ; 
And, while I trace the num'rous, much loved train 
Of benefactors kind, who swell my strain, 
O, let me feel the freedom of the lay. 
And tune their praise with harp of piety. 
While pitying hearts have stretched a liberal hand. 
To rear the boyhood of our native land ; 
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And youth untaught have found a patron kind. 
In all the impulse of a British mind, 
Twas left for plain and unobtrusive worth 
To call an untried, nobler feeling forth. 
On Albion's plain — a feeling that inspires 
Uncultured manhood with unwonted fires. 
And opes the eye of starved maturity 
To scenes of intellectual luxury. 

The Patriot is the same — whatever the earth 
Or clime that gives his heavenly genius birth — 
Nor shall the noiseless value of a name. 
That earns the echo of approving fame. 
Be here forgotten — ^senators and sage 
Have all their plaudits in this critic age ; 
And, Smith, the poet's purest, choicest lay. 
Would sing thy virtuous assiduity :^®^ 
'Twas oft thy pleasing task, from door to door. 
To bend thy kindly way, and, counting o'er 
The aggregate of unamended ill. 
With patient toil and well-proportioned skill. 
To bid, or youth or manhood, — age mature. 
Rejoice in education's blessings pure. 
'Twas thine to smoothe the wrinkled brow of care. 
And teach it all the charm of youth to wear ; 
To feel a spirit emulous arise. 
Exulting in its new-born energies. 
Around thee gathered, strengthened with a smile. 
That would the sullenness of age beguile, 
A motley band, who joyed to hail the light 
Of wisdom breaking on their sluggish sight ; 
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Till wakened from the dark and shapeless dream 
Of ignorance, the brightly-graduate beam 
Of mental loveliness and heavenly truth 
Lent to the moral powers the glow of youth* 

Land of the Gaul ! whose balmy breathing flowers 
Peep through the foliage of thy scented bowers ; 
Land where the twisting tendrils of the vine 
Around the lily and the olive twine. 
Whose dark grape, ripening in the summer beam. 
Drops the red juice and dyes the passing stream : 
O, how I love to see thee cast away 
The lawless garments of idolatry. 
Pause not to tear the bloody veil aside. 
Nor longer dwell in philosophic pride. 
Slaved by the errors of the reasoning mind. 
Faithless as false, and perishing as blind. 
If e'er a nation, contrite, bent the knee. 
And pardon sought from injured Deity ; 
By all the deeds that history's muse can tell, 
O France! the suppliant strain befits thee well. 
When Revolution's dark and sanguined day 
Flung the green olive from thy vales away — 
Spumed the high fiat of Jehovah's power. 
And raised on high, in terror's bloody hour. 
Amidst the burst of democratic yell. 
An image moulded in the die of Hell ! 
O, where was Virtue then — the softer train 
Of meek-eyed Wisdom, or the solemn fane. 
Where Piety, and Truth, and Heavenly lore 
Are wont to open all their precious store ? 
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Where then was banished every sacred rite. 
That breathes within the soul a holy light ; 
And, soothing angry passions into peace. 
Bids every tumult of the bosom cease ? 
Where then the spirit of that hallowed page. 
Revered alike in influence and age. 
That seats the ruler firmly on his throne. 
And bids his realm a loved subjection own ? 



As erst when Sinai, robed in reddened cloud. 
Which sent its thunders through the prostrate crowd, 
Ope'd a bright passage to the holy sage. 
Who led the people's wondrous pilgrimage, — 
Soon as the mountain mantle sheds its screen. 
And scatters mystery on the closing scene. 
The fickle tribe, estranged to shame or fear, 
A senseless statue hastily uprear. 
And, reckless of the present or to come. 
Prepare the elements of future doom. 
Thus, hapless France, thy giddy multitude, 
O'erspread by irreligion's sweeping flood, 
To anarchy and vice a ready prey. 
Sank in the depths of crime and slavery. 
The sacred tie that binds the heart to Heaven, 
Was now by ruthless tyrants basely riven. 
Whilst Liberty and Truth, licentious grown. 
Prostrate were banished from their wonted throne. 
And every charm from innocence that flows 
Lay deeply buried in a cold repose. 
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These days are past : The sterner throat of war. 
In murd'rous notes, no longer sounds afer, — 
The bloody riot of insatiate strife 
No more invades the busy scene of life : 
Sweet in his slumbers rests the man of gain — 
The cottage hind roams peaceftd o'er the plain, — 
Or merchant, peasant, or the titled lord. 
No guillotine appals, nor angry sword : 
The storm is o'er — conflicting tempests cease. 
And softer skies breathe happiness and peace : 
New rising, from their dusty beds appear 
The reverend fanes of many a former year, — 
And Wisdom opes again her liberal hand 
To glad a newly-renovated land. 
Yes, chequered Gallia ! now a sunny ray 
Diffuses o'er thy vales a brighter day, — ^'°^ 
And, 'midst thy laughing meads with beauty bright. 
At intervals sheds truth-directed light. 
Redeemed from curst oppression's iron rod. 
Thou bend'st thy way to mercy and thy God ; 
And from the sacred oracles of Heaven, 
Kind monitor to man, indulgent given — 
His trust and hope, his index to the sky — 
Thou learn'st thine all-important destiny ! 
What though thy giddy capital betray 
The march of sin, and crime's luxuriancy. 
And thoughtless riot, with unblushing face. 
Roams, leagued with foppish pleasure and grimace — 
Still, 'midst the busy multitude whom vice 
Has plunged in shameless sensualities. 
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There gleams a latent principle divine 

That yet with germinating power shall shine. 

And bid the ashes of thy ruin raise 

A new memorial of thy country's praise — 

Like fabled phoenix from the pyre of death, 

Rewinged and nerved, and fresh in youthful breath. 

And now a dearer country claims regard, — 
A land so like his own, that oft the Bard 
Has pictured, in imagination's eye, 
A home of love and hospitality. 
Land of the pine ! where many a forest shakes ! 
Land of great rivers and extended lakes ! 
Land of blue mountains and of fruitful plains. 
Where Liberty was born and ever reigns ! 
A world within thyself, thou rul'st alone. 
Freedom thy right, thy safety, and thy throne ! 

If there's a spot more fragrant than the rest. 
That blooms unfaded in the burning West, 
'Tis the loved grave of her whose deeds unfurled 
A flag of Mercy o'er a rising world, — * 
Whose fervent love, and kindly fostering power. 
Soothed the sad mourner in life's troubled hour, — 
Who waited not for tale of sad distress. 
But searched for wo, for want and wretchedness — 
In her the lonely widow found a stay — 
By her were wiped the orphan's tears away : 
Whate'er the changing ills of humankind — 

* Mrs. Isabella Graham, New York. 
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In sickness — poverty — or troubled mind, — 
Where'er the call of Charity was made. 
Her hand was near to succour and to aid. 
How vain the task, though Genius swept the lyre. 
And Inspiration breathed from every wire — 
To tell the inward workings of a mind 
Where every Christian virtue stood combined ; 
If e'er Religion shone on earth confest, 
Twas in the quietude of Graham's breast. 

Let foreign bards, of bolder, mightier name. 
Sing of thy Washington's unrivalled ^me. 
Mine be the task, America, to raise. 
From Erin's northern shores, a meed of praise. 
Since first my island-harp awoke the lay 
Of other times, when bard and minstrelsy 
Charmed lady fair, or nerved the chieftain's hand 
To drive the foeman from his native land : 
Since first my youthful Muse essayed to try 
The march of thought — the flight of poesy — 
Ne'er glowed a warmer, more sincere desire 
Than that which now attunes my feeble lyre 
To laud Columbia for the mighty part 
She takes to free the mind and mend the heart. 
Fondly I dwell, O generous land, on thee. 
Guardian and friend of helpless infancy. 
O happy land ! auspicious was the hour 
When first the Sabbath lent its sacred power 
To break the cruel bonds that bound to earth 
The human mind, of high and heavenly birth, — 
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Pursue thy fruitful course, and sow the field 
With the unblighted seeds which knowledge yield. 
And mayst thou see a plenteous harvest rise. 
Worthy to fill the granary of the skies. 

Now would remembrance turn my varied song 
To scenes where home makes feeling doubly strong — 
Scenes where the heart, in retrospect, can trace 
The night-dispelling dawn of sovereign grace. 
When folly revelled in the youthful breast. 
Too long estranged from virtue and from rest — 
Too long the noisome rendezvous of sin — 
Peaceless without, unharmonised within. 
If e'er I found a quietude from strife. 
One calm retreat within the map of life, — 
A firmer anchorage — a stronger stay — 
To still the tossings of life's buoyancy, — 
"Twas 'neath the shelter of yon hallowed shade. 
Where peace and wisdom lend their heavenly aid 
To soothe the troubles of an anguished mind 
And elevate the soul with truths refined. 
'Twas there, where soft-eyed Virtue culls her store. 
And draws the treasure of exhaustless lore, 
I felt the growth of intellectual light. 
Pure as the ray of Heaven, serenely bright. 
Sweet-shedding o'er each varied range of thought 
The secret charm by Virtue only taught. 
That guides the angry passions, rules the will. 
Subdues the darkling march of inward ill. 
And leads the kindling energies to feel 
The raptured glow of heaven-born bliss and zeal. 
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School of the Sabbath ! when to thee I turned. 
The votive heart with new affection burned. 
And, as I strove to make thy precepts known 
To others' hearts, thy influence reached my own. 



Now as the day withdraws its radiant beam, 
God of the Sabbath ! consecrate the theme : 
If there be aught within the page to raise 
The youthful tongue to harmonise thy praise, — 
If there be aught to lead the soul on high. 
In the young dawn of helpless infancy, — 
To rouse the slumbering moralist from sleep. 
Fresh vigour give to those who anxious keep 
An eye intent on every generous plan 
That mends the heart and soothes the life of man, — 
Be thine, O God, the glory, power and might. 
When Harp, and Bard, and Song, are veiled in night. 
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NOT£ I. — fage ^(i. 
The dread decree of royalty refuse^ 
Andy martyr-like J the uicred page peruse. 

AUudmg to an edict published some years ago by the Emperor of China, 
making it death to read the Bible. 

It is worthy of observation, from the statement of the Rev. Dr. Morrison, 
who has lately visited this country, that the Scriptures are now translated in 
China, — passages of the Bible are printed as tracts, — and the people receive 
them with great avidity. 

NOTE II. — page ^j. 
Think not your toll Is done^your labour o'er^ 
When ye have sown the seeds of human lore. 

In these Institutions of Sabbath Schools, there is always, indeed, a secondary 
advantage to be derived from the acquirement of those habits of regularity 
and subordination, and all those minor accomplishments which conduce to 
the formation of good subjects and good members of society ; and, when 
education is viewed in its subserviency to those temporal blessings, it is no 
doubt of considerable temporal advantage, and must be so considered even 
by those who have no taste for religion and take no concern for the high 
matters and interests of eternity. But, really, when we look to the insig- 
nificance of the present scene, and read hellevlngly the Bible, and there learn 
the lesson of what a wretched being man is, by nature, and where we are 
made to understand that there is only one way of recovery, and consider 
how great and how radical a change must take place in our hearts ere we 
can be admitted into the kingdom df heaven — and that we must submit, 
with the docility of a little child, to those sayings, that << through faith 
in the blood of Christ we are justified, and through the washing of regeneration 
we are sanctified;** — when these truths open, in all their significancy and mag- 
nitude, upon the understanding, then a weightier object will be seen connected 
with a Sabbath-School — it will be valued chiefly on spiritual and sacred grounds^ 
and the main anxiety will be, that they who repair for scriptural education shall 
become wise unto salvation, through the faith that is in Christ Jesus. — Letter 
from the Reverend Dr. Chalmers to the Countess of 
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Ill'— page 49. 
A tittle fivwer utr eared on earth by thee. 
That buds and blossoms in eternity. 
Before the lemoval of the Belfast Sunday School from Smithfield to Brown 
Street, and about the commencement of teaching in the former place, the 
Author, in addition to many marks of providential kindness experienced during 
his labours in that field of usefulness, admitted to his class, a little g^rl, named 

Eliza H . She was totally ignorant on admission, but, by close application 

to her lessons, aided by a docile and tractable disposition, she soon overcame the 
drudgery of the first classes, and distinguished herself in a very superior manner 
at the different public examinations of the Institution. On one of these occasions 
she gained a Bible as a premium for proficiency in reading and recitation of 
Scripture. This book became to her a treasure indeed — fiimished her with an 
answer to every inquiry — guided her through early life — comforted her in sick- 
ness — and supported her in death. And although its precious truths were un- 
known in the habitation of her parents, she fondly hoped that, by her fi^quent 
reading to them, it would be yet received as the ''messenger of glad tidings.** 

Poor £uzA lived not to have her hopes matured. Naturally of a delicate con- 
stitution, and subject to asthmatical affection, she sunk under a load of afflic- 
tions too weighty for her early sensibility. Her sister, a girl considerably her 
senior, who entered the school shortly after Eliza, but was expelled for impro- 
per conduct, about this time became an abandoned prostitute ; and, what was 
still more lamentable, her parents, instead of discountenancing her vice, became 
partners in her guilt, and actually were in the habit of receiving the very wages 
of her iniquity. 

This was too severe a shock for the virtuous mind of the sainted Euza. She 
took to her bed, and a few days before her death desired to see me. I will 
never forget the affectionate look with which she welcomed my arrival 5 it re- 
paid me in a moment for all the years of anxiety and toil which I had devoted 
to Sunday School education. Supported on her bed by pillows, her emaciated 
arms bore up her Bible. ** You are not companionless, my dear child," said I. 
" No," she exclaimed. 

" Precious Bible ! what a treasure 
Does the Word of God afibrd ! 
All I want for life or pleasure, 
Food and medicine, shield and swotd. 
Let the world account me poor, 
Having this I want no more." 
She had scarcely repeated these lines, when she immediately expired. 
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The happy death of Eliza, and the strange coincidence of the name, pre- 
sents to my view the glowu^ jiicture drawn by the masterly hand of the pious 
James when representing a faithful teacher entertng on the «oenei of ioimor- 
tolity: — 

<'My fancy has sometimes presented me with this picture of a faithful 
teacher's entrance to the state of her everlasting rest. The agony of dissolution 
is closed, the triumph of faith completed, and the conquering spirit hastens to 
her crown. Upon the confines of the heavenly world, a form divinely fair 
awaits her arrival. Rapt in astonishment at the dazzling glory of this celestial 
inhabitant, and as yet a stranger in the world of spirits, she inquires — * Is this 
Gabriel, chief of ^1 the heavenly hosts, and am I honoured with bis aid to 
guide me to the throne of God ?' With a smile of InefBible delight, such as 
gives fresh beauty to an angel's countenance, the mystic form replies — ' Dost 
thou remember little Elizabeth, who was in yonder world a Sunday Scholar 
in thy class ? Dost thou recollect the child who wept as thou talkedst to her 
of sin, and directed her to the cross of the dying Redeemer ? God smiled 
with approbation upon thy effort, and by his own Spirit sealed the impression 
upon her heart in characters never to be effeced. Providence removed her 
from beneath thy care before the fruit of thy labour was visible. The seed, 
however, had taken root, and it was the business of another to water what thou 
didst sow. Cherished by the influence of Heaven, the plant of religion 
flourished in her heart, and shed its fragrance upon her character. Piety, 
after guarding her firom the snares of youth, cheered her amidst the accu- 
mulated trials of an afflicted life, supported her amidst the agonies of her 
last conflict, and elevated her to the mansions of immortality ; and now behold 
before thee the glorified spirit of that poor child, who, under God, owes the 
eternal life on which she has lately entered, to thy faithful labours in the 
Sunday School, and who is now sent by our Redeemer to introduce thee to 
the world of glory, as thy first and least reward for guiding the once thoughtless, 
ignorant, wicked Euzabeth, to the world of grace. Hail, happy spirit ! Hail, 
£ivoured of the Lord ! Hail, deliverer of my soul ! Hail, to the world of 
eternal glory !' " 

NOTE IV. — j)age 51. 
One soul instructed and reclaimed by tJiee 
Repays the loorldfor all its misery. 
Rev. J. A. James, in his " Sunday School Teacher's Guide," mj^kes the 
following energetic and pathetic appeal to Teachers : — 
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" Addressing you as believers in all that reveladon teaches you concerning 
the nature, condition, and destiny of man, I must point your attention to an 
object which stands on higher grounds than any which we have yet contem- 
plated. It is for you to consider, that each of the children which are evciy 
Sabbath beneath your care, carries in his bosom a Soul as valuable and as 
durable as that which the Creator has lodged in your own. Neither poverty^ 
ignorance, nor vice, can sever the tie which binds man to immortality. Every 
human body is the residence of an immortal spirit ; and, however diminutive 
by childhood, or mean by poverty, or filthy by neglect, the hovel might appear, 
a deathless inhabitant will be found within. Every child that passes the 
threshold of your School on a Sunday morning, brings to your care, and con- 
fides to your ability, a Soul, compared with whose worth the sun is a bauble, 
and vnth whose existence time itself is but the t\nnkling of an eye. LooJc 
around upon the crowd of little immortals by whom you are encircled every 
week, — view them in the light which the rays of inspired truth difiiise over 
their circumstances, — follow them in imagination not only into the ranks of 
society, to act their humble part in the great drama of humble life, but follow 
them down into that valley, gloomy with the shadows of death, and from 
which they must come forth, *they that have done well, to everlasting life j 
but they that have done ill, to everlasting shame and contempt ;* and while 
you see them plunging into the bottomless pit, or soaring away to the celestial 
city, say what should be the ultimate object of a Sunday School teacher*s 
exertions. This is your aim, to be instrumental in converting the souls of the 
children from the error of their ways, and training them up in the fear of God 
for glory everlasting. What an object ! the immortal soul ! the salvation of 
the human spirit ! This is the object for which all the revelations of Heaven, 
and all the dispensations of grace, — all the labours of prophets, priests, and 
apostles, — in short, all the splendid apparatus of redemption was arranged. 
What, then, must be the value of the human soul ? Think of its immor- 
tality, and this one property of its nature raises it above all calculation. It is 
in consequence of this that it has been said, with justice, that the salvation of a 
soul amounts to a greater sum of happiness than the temporal deliverance of an 
empire for a thousand ages, for the latter will come to an end but not the 
former. By the same argument, the loss of jonc soul is a greater catastrophe 
than the sum -total of all the temporal misery endured upon the face of the 
globe from the period of the fall to the general conflagration.^' Teachers, what 
a motive to diligence ! 
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' Know'st thou the importance of a soul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight gloiy ! worlds on worlds ! 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze, 
Ten thousand add ; add twice ten thousand more ; 
Then weigh the whole : one soul outweighs them all. 
And calls th^ astonishing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor." — Toung. 
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NOTE I. — page 56. 
Had Education early oped her pagey 
Man had been spared the pangs of feudal rage. 

The following judicious observations from Dr. Pole*s History of Adult 
Schools, selected by him from the annual reports of the Stockport Sunday 
School, will not, it b presumed, be uninteresting to those who are friendly to 
the general cause of educating the poor : — 

*< The prosperity of a state deipends upon its internal peace ; and its peace is 
secured by knowledge, and especially by Christian knowledge. That society 
which is often disturbed — that in which the labour of the husbandman is in 
danger of being torn from him by the hand of violence — is an ignorant society. 
The well-instructed peasant knows, that, to rise above poverty, he must live in 
peace. Mark the effects of ignorance on a sister country, and let her experience 
direct our conduct. ^In all our perils,* says an able writer on the state oi Ire- 
land, ' the real danger is in those who cannot read — the real security in those 
who can.* 

•* Ignorant men unite to plunder, but never to protect. Their friendship is 
without security, — their enmity vrithout mercy. Ignorance is the bane of so- 
ciety, — it is the greatest foe against which a nation has to contend : destroy its 
reign and a tyrant falls. Who is the midnight murderer ? Who are the dis- 
turbers of the peace ? Are th ey the well-instructed \ Against whom is the strong 
hand of the magistrate uplifted ? Against the man who knows his duty ? No ; 
but against him whom ignorance has made brutish. Where is the person that 
inll plead for ignorance as for virtue ? Who will say that she is the mother of 
devotion, or the source of subordination ? She is the mother of no good thing. 
Bigotry and superstition are her offspring : she is the parent of cruelty and the nurse 
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of crimes. Read in the history of the world the effects of ignorance. The 
wandering Arab, the fierce and barbarous Indian, are what they are from igno- 
rance. England, when barbarous, was the abode of misery,— every man's 
hand was lifted against his neighbour." 

NOTE II. — page 60. 
So felly immortal Raikes, thy spirit's mighty 
JVhen profanation •veiled the SabhatKs light. 

The Rev. J. A. James, in the introduction to his valuable work, entitled, 
<* The Sunday School Teacher*s Guide," after describing the melancholy state 
of society, and the extreme ignorance of the poor, before the introduction of 
Sunday School instruction, thus expresses himself: — <<In this State matters re- 
mained, till God in his great goodness raised up a man, whose memory in- 
numerable multitudes will bless, and to whose name religion will assign a dis- 
tinguished rank in the roll of benefactors to the human race, which she care- 
fully preserves in the archives oi the Church. To the last moment of time, 
and through every age of eternity, Robert Raikes will be venerated as the 
father and founder of Sunday Schools. This illustrious individual was a native 
of Gloucester, and born in the year 1735. His heart was one of mercy's 
earthly temples. His benevolence was ardent and active. The first object 
which engaged his philanthropic exertions was die miserable situation of the 
prisoners confined for lesser crimes in the county jail, for whose instruction and 
reformation he made a noble and successful struggle. The circumstances which 
led to the institution of Sunday Schools shall be stated -in his own language. 
In a letter (written in the year 1784,) to a gentleman who had applied to him 
for the particulars of the nature and origin of his plan, he thus writes: — 

*< 'Some business leading me one morning into the suburbs of the city, where 
the lowest of the people (who are principally employed in the pin-manufactory) 
reside, I was struck with concern at seeing a group oi children, wretchedly 
ragged, at play in the street. I asked an inhabitant whether those children 
belonged to that part of the town, and lamented their idleness and misery. 
* Ah! Sir,' said the woman to whom I was speaking, < could you take a view of 
this part of the town on Sunday, you would be shocked indeed; for then the 
street is filled with multitudes of these wretches, who, released on that day 
from their employment, spend their time in noise and riot, playing at chuck, 
and cursing and swearing in a manner so horrid, as to convey to any serious 
mind an idea of hell rather than any other place. We have a worthy clergy^ 
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man,* said she, ' minister of our parish, who has put some of them to school ; 
but upon the Sabbath they are all given up to follow their inclinations without 
restraint, as their parents, totally abandoned themselves, have no idea of instil- 
ling into the minds of their children principles to which they themselves are 
strangers. 

'* ' This conversation suggested to me that it would at least be a harmless 
attempt, if it were productive of no good, should some little plan be formed to 
check this profanation of the Sabbath. I then inquired of the woman if there 
were any decent well-disposed women in the neighbourhood, who kept schools 
for teaching to read. I was presently directed to four. To these I applied, 
and made an agreement with them to receive as many children as I should 
send on the Sunday, whom they were to instruct in reading and the Church 
catechism. For this I engaged to pay them a shilling for their day's employ- 
ment. The women seemed pleased vath the proposal. I then waited on the 
clergyman before mentioned, and imparted to him my plan. He was so much 
satisfied with the idea, that he engaged to lend his assistance by going round to 
the schools on a Sunday afternoon, to examine the progress that was made, 
and to enforce order and decorum among such a set of little heathens. 

** * This, Sir, is the commencement of the plan. It is now about three 
years since we began, and I could wish you were here to make inquiry into the 
efiect. A woman who lives in a lane where I had fixed a school, told me, 
some dme ago, that the place was like a heaven on Sundays compared to what 
it used to be.* ** 

NOTE 111.— page 63. 

Friendship! can I ga%e upon thy fiamey 
And feel no rapture at thy Ramsey's name. 

With gratitude to Heaven, and a declaration of the most affectionate esteem, 
the Author pays this small tribute to his best and earliest friend, Mr. Sinclare 
Ramsey. If the humble efforts of my Muse will in any way tend to the 
edification of society, the public is indebted to him for the subject I have 
chosen. At an early period of my life, when the snares and temptations of 
the world lay open before me, to his pious example I am indebted for the love 
and pursuit of doing good. To the last moment of my life I will ever grate- 
fiilly remember the man who first directed my steps, and introduced me as a 
teacher to a Sunday School. 
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NOTE IV. — page 72. 

Haily generous Fry ! tAou light of womankind ! 

Not more intent on goody than rick in mind* 
The author conceives that he cannot better describe the benevolent labours 
of the humane Mrs. Fry than by giving the following extract from the pen of 
one possessing a kindred spirit with herself, — a young lady of connderable 
literary ahilitiesy who has successfully employed them by ^ving to the world 
some of the most valuable productions for the spiritual instruction and edifi- 
cation of youth : — 

*' A friend procured me a ticket to visit the Female Ward of Newgate, 
where I had the pleasure and honour to be introduced to one of the most 
interesting women I ever saw in my life — Mrs. Fry ; and if ever the glad 
tidings of salvation sounded sweet in my ears, it was there, in that prison-house, 
where I heard thb messenger of mercy speak peace to the souls of nearly sixty 
female felons, all under condemnation either to death or transportation, by 
whom we were surrounded ! It is quite impossible to g^ve you any idea of the 
scene, or of the manner, tone, voice, and spirit of the person who addressed 
them. After she had read the Scriptures, and given a short and simple exhor- 
tation, full of the sweetest and gentlest eloquence, a sbter Friend knelt down 
and prayed. I was then, with some other strangers, conducted through other 
parts of the prison, and had an opportunity of conversing, or hearing others 
converse, with some of the prisoners, whose separate cases were all full of the 
deepest interest. Some were overwhelmed with anguish at their fates, — others 
were resigned ; some indifferent j some quite Anting with grief. The Sessions 
had just closed, and most of them had only the night before learned their des- 
tination. I felt I could have said with the Prophet, * O that my head were 
waters, and mine eyes a fountain of tears, that I might weep day and night for 
human misery.* ** 



NOTES TO CANTO III. 



NOTE I. — fage 75. 
there was one, now numbered with the deady 
For whom the lyre was strungy the tear was shed. 
This litde tribute of sincere esteem is paid to the memory of Miss Fanny 
Mitchell, daughter of the late Alexander Mitchell, Esq., of Belfast, a 
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young lady not more amiable in her disposition than distinguished for her I 

highly cultivated mind. She was warmly attached to the cause of Sunday 1 

School instruction, and for many years was actively engaged as a Teacher. Her , 

premature and melancholy death (occasioned by a fall from her car) has left a 
blank in the benevolent female societies of Belfast that may be filled up, but 
not likely with that fidelity which she exercised, or with that excellence to 
which she had reached. 

Identifying her name with the various public charitable institutions in which 
she took such an active part, would be doing but little justice to her memory, 
compared with her generosity to the poor and indigent housekeeper, — her visits 
of mercy to the destitute and the dying, — ^and her guardianship to the vddow 
and the fatherless. 

NOTE II. — page 80. 
Oft have I seen the helpless arms of youth 
Entwined around the oracles of truth. 

A circumstance which tends forcibly to illustrate the utility of Sunday 
Schools, and of placing the Bible in the hands of children, has been communi- 
cated to me by Mr. J. H , a teacher in the Brown Street Sunday School, 

Bel£ist. A litde boy named Edward D , about seven years of age, who 

attended the above Institution, had, by his unremitting attention and diligence, 
as well as regular attendance, excited a particular interest in his Teacher. One 
Sabbath-day he was found to be absent. His Teacher, on inquiry, found where 
he lived, and called in the evening to inquire into the cause of his absence. 
On entering the humble habitation, he was not a little surprised at the scene 
before him. It appeared that the boy*s father, a poor but industrious man, 
had been employed in a Brewery, where he earned a scanty subsistence. He 
had a wife and four children — the eldest about nine years of age. Hard labour, 
and perhaps but ill fare, joined to a severe cold he had caught, had brought 
him to the verge of the grave. There lay the poor man on his lowly bed— a 
bed from which he was never more to rise : beside him sat his little boy, the 
object of his fondest solicitude, and on whom his very soul seemed to centre. 
He was reading his Bible ^ and as the child read to his dying and untutored 
parent of the long-sufHning mercy and goodness of God, and of his Son Jesus 
Christ, it is easier to conceive than to describe the effect it had on the beholder. 

Such a scene as this requires no comment. It comes home to the heart and 
understanding of every man and every Christian. 

I 



114 NOTES. 

NOTE III. — page 80. 

And as the listening conscience stands defiled^ 
The parents bend a convert to their child. 

" A gentleman was, some little time since, called upon to visit a dying 
female. He quickly obeyed the call, and, entering the humble cottage where 
she dwelt, he heard, in an adjoining room, an in^nt voice. He listened, and 
found that it was the child of the poor dying woman engaged in prayer. — * O 
Lord, bless my poor mother,* cried the little boy, ' and prepare her to die. O 
God, I thank Thee that I have been sent to a Sunday School, and there have 
been taught to read ^ny Bible ; and there I learn, that when my father and 
mother forsake me, Thou wilt take me up. This comforts me, now my poor 
mother is going to leave me. May it comfort her, and may she go to Heaven ! 
and may I go there too ! O Jesus ! pity a poor child ! and pity my poor dear 
mother, and help me to say. Thy will be done.' 

'* He ceased ; and the visitor, opening the door, approached the bed-ade of 
the poor woman. ' Your child has been praying with you,* said he : ' I have 
listened to his prayer.* 

*' < Yes,* said she, making an effort to rise, ' he is a dear child ; thank God 
he has been sent to a Sunday School. I cannot read myself, but he can, and 
he has read the Bible to me ; and I hope I have reason to bless God for it. 
Yes, I have learned from him that I am a sinner ; I have learned of hinn of 
Jesus Christ ; and I do, yes I do, as a poor sinner, put my trust in Him ; I hope 
He will forgive me 5 I hope He has forgiven me. I am going to die, but I am 
not afraid ; my dear child has been the means of saving my soul. O how 
thankful I am that he was sent to a Sunday School !* 

" Such was the hope, full of immortality, with which the suflFerer awaited 
death 5 and thus, in the providence of God, this poor child, educated at a 
Sunday School, became the spiritual parent of his mother.** — From Gleanings in 
the Edinburgh Christian Monitor. 

The following extracts from examinations before a Committee of the House 
of Commons, respecting the state of the poor, clearly prove, that the benefits 
arising from Sunday School Instruction not only extend to the children them- 
selves but to their families : — 

Joseph Butterworth, Esq., examined. — " Some time ago, when I happened 
to be the visitor for the day, a woman attended to return thanks for the educa- 
tion her daughter had received in Drury-lane School. I inquired whether her 
child had received any particular benefit by the instruction in the school. She 
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said she had indeed received much good j; and that she should ever have reason 
to bless God that her child had come to that school : that, before her child 
attended there, her husband was a profligate disorderly man, spent most of his 
time and money at the public-house, and she and her daughter were reduced to 
the most abject poverty, and almost starved : that, one Sunday afternoon, the 
father had been swearing very much, and was somewhat in liquor : the girl 
reproved the father, and told him, from what she had heard at school, she was 
sure it was very wicked to say such words : the father made no particular reply, 
but on Monday morning his wife was surprised to see him go out and procure 
food for break&st : and from that time he became a sober, industrious man. 
Some weeks afterwards she ventured to ask him the cause of the change of his 
character: his reply was, that the words of Mary made a strong impression on 
his mind, and he was determined to lead a new course of life. This was 
twelve months prior to the child's being taken out of the school, and his 
character had become thoroughly confirmed and established : he is now a i^rtuous 
man and an excellent husband. She added, that they now had their lodgings 
well furnished, and that they lived very comfortably, and her dress and appear- 
ance fuUy confirmed her testimony.'* 

Mr. JoHH Cooper examined. — " Have you observed any benefit from the 
instruction given at Sunday Schools ?" " I would beg leave to relate one in- 
stance of a very striking benefit which came under my observation a twelve- 
month ago, at the school of which I. am a visitor : — A poor woman applied, 
on a Sunday morning, for a Bible for her gjrl, who had left the school the 
preceding ■ Sunday. It is customary in that school, when children have at- 
tended some time, and behaved well, on leaving the school to go to service, or 
to be employed at home, to give them a Bible, as the highest reward for their 
good behaviour. In consequence of several having been distributed the pre- 
ceding Sunday, this girl, whose mother applied, did not get one, there not 
being a sufficient number for those who were entitled to them ; and, as the 
girl had gone to service, her mother applied the following Sunday for the 
Bible. I made some inquiries of her respecting her daughter, and learnt that 
she had five girls successively in the school. I asked her whether she thought 
her children were any better for the instruction they had received there ? She 
replied, with great earnestness, ' The better, sii ! I never can be thankful 
enough to God, and to the gentlemen of this school, that my children were 
brought here, and for the instruction they have received.* I inquired in what 
respects j and she told me that; before the eldest girls were admitted into the 
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school, neither she nor her husband attended a place of worship, and they 
lived by no means comfortably together ; but, after the two eldest girls had 
been some dme in the Sunday School, they said to her one Sunday, < Mother, 
you never go to church nor chapel ; why do you not go ?* She was very much 
struck with this, and began to think of the circumstance of her being taught 
in this manner by her child, and began herself to attend a place of worship, 
and, some time after, her husband also. She added that they considered their 
children as their greatest blessings; that all the girls had gone to service, 
and had behaved well, and had obtained a good character ; and she moreover 
added, as one modve of her thankfulness, that when she looked into other 
poor families, and observed what trouble many of them had with their children, 
and when she heard them curang and swearing on the streets, never having a 
bad word from any of her^s, she could not say enough as to the benefits her 
children and her family had derived fix>m the school.** 

<< A teacher, who wished that every boy in his class should possess the Word 
of God, asked one of his class whether or not he had a Bible? 

** The boy answered — * No, teacher, not yet. But Tm paying in every week, 
and shall soon have it now ; and then I shall pay in for one for my grand- 
mother, and after that one for my father.' 

** * What !* said the teacher, * get a Bible for your grandmother before your 
father?* 

** • Yes,* replied the boy, * for grandmother can read, and father cannot yet ; 
but I teach him every night when he comes home from work.* 

<< * Is he willing you should teach him ?* asked the teacher. 

« < O yes,* said the boy, ' he is never so well pleased as when I am teaching 
him ; and I hope that, when I have got him a Bible, he will be able to read a 
chapter.* 

<< This boy is about twelve years of age, and his father a coachman ; there- 
fore the boy is not able to instruct him every night. Sluay, — ^Would this boy 
have possessed a Bible, if the opportunity of depositing a penny every Sabbath 
were denied him ?" — Sabbath School Magajdnefor Scotland. 

NOTE IV. — page 80. 
See the poor 'widow on her lonely bed. 
By infant counsel soothed and comforted. 

" In the course of last autumn, Mr. , of Bangor, one of the assistants 

at the Sunday School, called one evening to visit Mrs. — , a poor old >^dow 
that resides in the Mill Row. On entering her apartment, he found her 
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listening to a little girl, who was reading the Scriptures, and whom he recog- 
nised as , one of the Sunday scholars. On expressing his approbation at 

finding them so well employed, Mrs. replied that, her sight having failed, 

she was deprived of the happiness of reading them herself, but that it had 
pleased God to make up for that loss, in a great degree, by inspiring her neigh- 
bour's child with the inclination to come and read to her of an evening, 
although she was employed during the day at the cotton-mill. ' How thank- 
ful I ought to be to the Almighty,* said the old woman, ' that the Sunday 
School was established ! Had it not been for it, this poor, dear child could 
never have had the opportunity of learning to read; and I,' old, infirm, and 
forlorn, must then have been deprived of the only comfort left me — the hear • 
ing of the Divine promise and blessed consolation contained in the Holy 
Gospel.* " — From the Monthly Extracts of the Sunday School Society for Ireland. 

** There are a great many Sunday Schools in London, in which hundreds 
and thousands of children are instructed. The Teachers in some of them 
make it a rule, if any of the children are absent, to go to their residences and 
inquire the cause. It happened one Sunday, that a gentleman missed a little 
^rl, who was in the habit of attending very regularly. So he thought that he 
would go to her home, and inquire the reason of her absence. She lived a 
little way out of London, in a poor cottage. When he got to the house, he 
inquired of the child's mother if her daughter was at home ? 

** * No,' replied the mother, 'she b not, at present j she is gone to a neigh- 
bour's house : shall I. fetch her ?' 

*< The gentleman said he would not give her the trouble, but, if she would 
show him the house, he would go himself. So he >Adshed her a good morning, 
and went. When he got to the house, he opened the door gently, and what 
do you think he saw ? He saw a poor man lying very ill in bed, and his little 
Sunday scholar sitting at the bedside reading the Bible to him. The child was 
not ashamed of what she was doing, but she blushed to think that her Teacher 
should find her thus employed. So she ran out, and went home directly. 

" When she was gone, the gentleman said to the poor dying man, — * Does 
this little g^rl often come to read to you ?' 

** * Oh, yes !' he replied ; * she is a dear child : she often comes to see me ; 
and she has told me a great deal about God, and Jesus Christ, and about myself, 
which I never knew before j and I have reason to praise and bless God for 
sending her to me.' 

" The gentleman thanked God for this pleasing proof of the blessing which 
attends Sunday School labours. 
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** The next Sunday he thought he would speak to the little girl on the sub- 
ject of her visit to the poor dying cottager. So he took her aside into a room 
by themselves, and said, — * My dear child, what made you go and read to that 
poor dying neighbour of yours ?* 

<< She hung down her head, and blushed very much 5 and at last, when he 
pressed her for an answer, she said, — * Well, you know. Sir, the other Sunday 
I read in my lesson at school, in St James* epistle, < that pure religion and 
undefiled, before God and the Father, is this ; to visit the fatherless and widows 
in their affliction.* 

*' Here she stopped. But the gentleman, who was greatly afiected, could 
not help ofiering up an earnest prayer to God that the latter part of the verse 
might be fulfilled in her own experience, and that, through His grace, she 
might * keep herself unspotted from the world.* ** — Sunday School Gleanings. 

NOTE V. — page 85. 

Haily union of the liberal and the good ! 
Associatei jirm by kindly zeal imbued. 

'* About the year 1800 the institution of Sunday Schools was become uni- 
versal in England. Every city and every town had warmly espoused the cause. 
Still there was one thing wanting to raise the system to the highest degree of 
efficiency, and that was Union. In every possible application of the sentiment. 
Union is Power. After much private intercourse on this subject, between 
many persons in London, a public meedng was holden, July 13th, 1803, in 
the School-rooms belonging to Surrey Chapel, and the Sunday School Union 
was then formed.** 



''The example of the metropolis was soon imitated by many of the large 
towns and several counties. Unions were formed in different parts of the 
kingdom, from which the happiest effects have resulted : among which may 
be reckoned the establishment of new schools in neglected parts o£ large towns, 
and amidst the darkness of benighted villages ; a fresh excitement given to 
those employed in the work of tuition ; the diffusion of Christian affection 5 
and, in some instances, a great improvement in the mode of instruction. The 
formation of the Sunday School Union must therefore be regarded as an event 
of vast importance to the success of this valuable scheme. — Jamei Sunday 
School Teacher's Guide. 
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NOTE VI.— ^^^ 92. 

/ zueil remember ivhen the aged man 
Brought the poor outcast Mary^ pale and wan. 
To yonder Sabbath School, 
Maay Brady, the subject of this episode, was first introduced to the Author's 
notice when he was a teacher in the Smithfield Sunday School, Bel&st. At 
an early period of her life she was deprived of both her parents, and left under 
the care of relations. She enjoyed for many years the quietude of a country 
life. In an unhappy hour she yielded her heart and hand to one of a party of 
soldiers who visited the village where she dwelt, for the purpose of recruiting. 

A short time after her marriage, her husband was ordered to join his regi- 
ment, then lying in Belfast. Mary accompanied him, and found, to her 
inexpressible anguish, that he had been both a husband and a father, and had 
deserted wdfe and child, previous to his union with her. Such treatment as 
this was more than she could bear ; her naturally delicate constitution, deeply 
injured by one of such a loose and dissolute character, sunk under the weight. 
In a strange town, unknown and destitute, she must have fallen a victim to 
his villany, had not a kind Providence sent her a benevolent fnend in the 
person of the Rev. John Thomson, Treasurer of the House of Industry, Belfast. 
He found her in a most deplorable situation, and had her removed to the 
Hospital, where she was treated with the greatest kindness. After a confine- 
ment of some months in that place, followed by a restoration to health, the 
reverend gentleman brought her to. the Smithfield Sunday School, and placed 
her under the joint care of Mr. John Caughey (a valuable teacher, now in 
America) and the Author. 

So little had the subject of education occupied the attention of poor Mary's 
relations, that she was permitted to advance to the years of womanhood unac- 
quainted with the first rudiments of the language. Her application was inces- 
sant, and she listened with the most devout attention to the religious instruction 
of her teachers. In the meantime, her temporal wants were not lost sight of 
by her benefactor. The vacancy of cook occurring in the House of Industry, 
Mary was chosen, and continued in the situation till the period of her death, 
which was upwards of eleven years. During the greater part of that time, she 
remained at the Sunday School, became an excellent reader, and gave the most 
convincing evidence thatshe had attained " that wisdom which maketh not to err." 
She attended the ministry of the Rev. Dr. Hanna, was a member of his 
church, and died with the blessed hope of a heavenly inheritance. 
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NOTE VII.— ^^tf 95. 

IVhertfirxt the pious Charles assiduous tried 
To spread the page of *tvisdom far and loide. 

It is proved that the first school exclusively for the instruction of Adults, 
was opened in North Wales, by the benevolent efforts of Thos. Charles, A.B., 
Episcopal Minister of Bala, Merionethshire. 

In a letter from him to Dr. Pole, dated January 4, 18 14, he observes, ** IVc 
had no particular school for their Instruction exclusively till the summer of 
1 811, though many attended the Sunday Schools with the children, in 
different parts of the country, previous to that time. What induced me first 
to think of establishing such an institution, was the aversion I found m the 
adults to associate with the children in their schools.** 

Tnis truly philanthropic man, by way of experiment, established one 
exclusively for adults ; and he says, '< the first attempt succeeded wonderfully, 
far beyond my most sanguine expectation, and still continues in a most pros- 
perous state. The report of the success of this school soon spread over the 
country, and in many places the illiterate adults began to call for instruction. 
In one county, after a public address had been delivered to them on that sub- 
ject, the adult poor, even the aged, flocked to the Sunday Schools in crowds ; 
and the shopkeeper could not immediately supply them with an adequate 
number of spectacles.** — Dr. Pole^s History of Adult Schools. 

NOTE IX. — page 97. 

And^ Smithy the poet's purest^ choicest lay^ 

JVould sing thy •virtuous assiduity. 
''The first adult school in England was opened in Bristol, by William 
Smith, an humble individual, whose attention was awakened at a Bible Society 
meeting, held in that place on the 13th February, 1 812, on hearing a number 
of interesting letters read from its correspondents, one of which gave a list of 
persons who did not possess the Holy Scriptures, and contained the following 
sentence : — * We have been necessarily obliged to omit a great number of poor 
inhabitants who could not read, and are therefore not likely to be benefited by 
the possession of the Bible.* 

" William Smith disburdened his mind to Stephen Prust, a very respect- 
able merchant in the city, and one who was alive to the claims of piety and 
poverty, and who has, from that hour, been the steady friend of William 
Smith, in his subsequent exertions and labours in this cause. It was at this 
time, and to this friend of humanity and religion, he first opened his heart 
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upon the subject of instructing the adult poor to read the Holy Scriptures, and 
asked his opinion whether it would be possible to teach them? He was 
answered in the affirmative — that it was not only possible but probable, and 
recommended to make the trial upon a small scale ; at the same time S. Prust 
observed to him that, if he succeeded, his name would be enrolled amongst the 
benefactors of mankind. 

"The successful exertions of Wiluam Smith have proved him to be a well- 
wisher to his country, and to mankind at large, and strikingly evince to us 
that neither an humble station In life, nor the want of an extended education, 
preclude the sincere Christian from important usefulness to his fellow-crea- 
tures.'* — Pole on Adult Schools. 

NOTE X. — page loo. 
Tesy chequered Gallia ! now a sunny ray 
Diffuses o^er thy 'vales a brighter day, 

**M. Peztie (Fleury), who died still young in November, 1817, pastor at 
La Garde, was the first who established a Sunday School in France. Mr. 
Chabrand, pastor at Toulouse, has published an interesting notice concerning 
the importance of these schools, and the manner of conducting them. They 
have been speedily established in most of the Reformed Churches in the South 
of France. The small church of Vans, in the department of Ardeche, has 
had one for some time, owing to the zeal of its pastor, M. Pascal, in which 
there are about twenty-five boys, and as many girls, divided into two classes, 
who, by their happy progress in elementary knowledge and in religion, answer 
the assiduous cares and pious hopes of their pastor. 

" This school is a scource of instruction and edification to Christians of every 
age and sex, who follow its lessons with great interest. 




THE 



VOICE OF A YEAR; 



ORy 



RECOLLECTIONS OF 1848. 



PREFACE. 



A WORD in regard to the events which called forth the ** Voice or a Year." 
Who could paint the tornados that swept over Continental Europe in Eighteen 
HUNDRED AND FoRTY-EiGHT, prostradng thrones, and hurling their royal 
occupants into obscurity? What limner could even sketch the "Reign of 
Terror" which attended the hearsing of one form of government and the 
heralding of another ? By what colours could skill artistic exhibit the instructive 
contrast between the King of the French exiled ignominiously from a home 
and a country, and the J^ueen of Great Britain living and reigning in the hearts 
of a devoted people ? Less ambitious, however, is the aim of the author in 
sketching the " Annm MirabUH'' of 1848. If he has succeeded in seizing on 
some of the more prominent scenes in the great drama, and extracting there- 
from lessons of sound wisdom and true piety, his object has been achieved. 

With these explanations, he submits his performance to the judgment of the 
candid reader. 

Belfast, 1849. 



THE VOICE OF A YEAR; 



OR, 



RECOLLECTIONS OF 1848. 



jlOME years, like sands, dropped from the glass of Time, 
Run noiseless from the cradle to the tomb ; 
WPSfm^dX^ bright as the sunshine of an eastern clime. 
Without a passing cloud to cast a gloom ; 
Nothing to darken, all things to illume. 
Each day in joyous haste bounds gaily on. 
Scattering around fresh flowers of sweet perfume ; 
But fading from the memory when gone. 
As fades the star's pale light before the morning dawn. 
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n. 

Not so the year I sing. O wondrous year ! 
Thou brought'st a mighty growth of time with thee ; 
As if long centuries to come were here. 
Wild revolution, crime, and anarchy 
Marked thy strange course. Thrones, crowns, and royalty 
Crumbled and bowed beneath thy arm of might. 
Laws, legislation, ancient dynasty. 
All like dissolving views, passed from the sight. 
As melt the mists of mom before the orb of light. 

m. 

Thick gathering clouds presaged thy lurid dawn — 
France, lisdess, saw thy languid sun appear. 
The graves of Praslin — suicide Bresson — 
The Teste iniquity — insane Mortier : 
These sad memorials of the by-past year. 
Scandals and murders, ominous of ill. 
Darkly foretold a coming judgment near ; 
Yet France — gay, gambling, giddy, thoughdess still — 
Played at her Rouge-et-Noir, and danced her loved quadrille. 

IV. 

O'erthrowing year ! Charged with the coming storm ; 
Thy gathering gloom was seen by mortal eye, 
Wond'ring to mark thy dark portentous form 
Rise in the depths of dim futurity. 
Taught by the Holy Spirit from on high. 
The godly Fleming searched the Sacred Page/** 
Saw wrath outpoured, and Rome's destruction nigh — 
Empires o'erthrown — the populace in rage — 
And Death's black curtain drop on many a bloody stage. 
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V. 
Great searcher after Truth ! — no human lore 
Sufficed to fill thy comprehensive mind ; 
God's Holy Word thy treasure-house and store ; 
There thou did'st seek, and seeking there^ did'st find. 
For thoughts of heaven, earth's thoughts were left behind ; 
Years of the present, for prophetic days ; 
Mysterious symbols yet to be defined — 
The wondrous plans which Providence displays — 
These filled thy heart with prayer, thy lips with holy praise. 

VI. 

God's hand in Providence is God revealed — 
The fete of empires but unfolds His plan ; 
'Tis not in councils nor in battle-field 
That we should read the destiny of Man. 
How true it is that since the world began. 
Justice and judgment still support the throne 
Of that Eternal One, who never can 
Leave unavenged the righteous when they groan. 
And heaven-ward send their cry, in fiuth, to Him alone ? 

VII. 
Twas Providence that planned the bright career 
Of proud Napoleon, with his world-wide fame. 
He humbled Europe, that without a tear. 
Had parted Poland — blotting out her name ; 
He crushed democracy, denied the claim 
Of Russian Autocrat, and Austrian sway ; 
Gave shattered Provinces to Prussia's name. 
Bowed his high head to England — passed away. 
As fades the setting sun at close of summer day ! 

E 
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VIII. 

Man goes for judgment up to Heaven's high throne — 
Nations are judged and punished here below ; 
Their history extends to earth alone. 
Which witnessed first their guilt, and then their woe : 
Thus sure destruction, like a flood, will flow — 
Even as the deluge unexpected came ; 
Or fire from Heaven on Sodom, long ago — 
On nations that forget Jehovah's name. 
Who glory not in Him, but in their sin and shame. 

IX. 

Still unatoned, the blood profusely shed 
On dark Bartholomew's eventful day ; 
When ruthless Charles gave forth the sentence dread^^^ 
Which soils the page of France's. history. 
Such guilty stains could ne'er be washed away. 
Till bloody guillotine and stormed Bastile, 
The tyrant Robespierre's infernal sway, 
A King beheaded. Princes in exile. 
All told how Heaven avenged such treachery and guile. 

X. 

Then rose the frantic cry of terror's reign : 
Thousands of citizens inglorious fell : 
The vintage flowed with life-blood of the slain. 
Purpling each running stream and flowery dell: 
Each field an Aceldama, dark as hell — 
Mad Revolution, drunken with the gore 
Of fallen victims, echoed back the yell — 
The shout of myrmidons, with savage roar. 
Stunning as Ocean's voice on winter-beaten ^shore! 
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XL 

Apostate France ! Where now is thy Rochelk,^''^ 
Where Beza preached glad tidings from afar ? 
When Heaven's descending Spirit copious fell 
On Calvin, Conde, and the brave Navarre — 
While Nantes' edict stayed intestine war. 
Those were thy palmy, happy days, O France ! 
Sliining amidst the nations as a star — 
Reforming, purified, thou didst advance ; 
Till treacherous policy revoked the law of Nantes. 

XII. 
Avenging year ! Epoch of Forty-eight — 
Just retribution's reckoning of crime ! 
Heaven's righteous judgments could no longer wait. 
When struck the hour of blood-avenging time : 
France heard the echo of that fearful chime. 
Like the funereal tones of some lone bell 
Dashed by an earthquake's shock from tower sublime. 
Tolling its death-song as it downward fell. 
While neighbouring nations heard, and trembled at the knell. 

XIIL 
It was no chance adventure that had thrown 
Such dire confusion o'er the troubled year ; 
The seeds of anarchy had long been sown. 
And now the deadly harvest must appear. 
Pope, Priest, and King, proud Monk, and lying Seer, 
With all the titled profligates whose hand 
Was red with slaughter — who, unchecked by fear. 
Trampled on conscience, mocked at God's conmiand — 
Those were the men whose crimes demoralized the land. 
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XIV. 

Unhappy land ! — thou know'st no Sabbath rest !— 
A tossing bark upon a stormy sea ; 
Now raised aloft upon the billow's crest — 
Now in the depths of dark uncertainty : 
No star of hope to cheer the gazing eye — 
O that thy compass and thy chart were true ! 
Then would the haven of thy peace be nigh. 
The far-off better land appear in view. 
Thy vessel anchored safe, and safe tliy gallant crew. 

XV. 

The crafty Prince had, with consummate skill. 
Circled his capital with fort and tower. 
As if to guard it from all foreign ill — 
'Twas but to strengthen his own selfish power. 
When these were finished, then arrived his hour — 
His hypocritic mask he cast away. 
Broke faith with England for a Spanish dower — 
Daring to rule the land with sterner sway. 
Frowned on reforming France, and trampled Liberty ! 

XVL 
Queen of the Islands of the far South Sea ! 
Where Nature revels in perpetual bloom. 
And Nature's children, 'neath the bread-fruit tree. 
Send up their simple prayer as sweet perfume. 
Thou injured woman ! hear the righteous doom 
Of him who would subject thee to the sway 
Of Rome's foul bondage, and who dared assume 
A false protectorship — but to betray 
Tahiti's Island-Queen, and cast her rights away. 
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XVII, 

Wherefore these bells, that joyous fill the air. 
On the first morning of the new-born year ? 
The panting courier hastens to declare 
The fall of Abd el Kader, whose career 
In parched Numidia filled his foes with fear. 
Inglorious conquest ! bought with promise vain : 
France little dreamed of retribution near ; 
The captive Einir, bound with patriot chain. 
Beheld the xmpitied end of his oppressor's reign ! 

XVIII. 
Year of my muse ! Gay Paris hailed thy name 
As Reformation's high and natal day ; 
When Justice, fired by Time's electric flame. 
Would light the banquet-hall of Liberty. 
Why withering droops festoon and rich bouquet ? 
Hark ! shouts of tumult from the people rise ! 
A has le Roi! King, Court, Guizot away ! 
Down sceptre, pomp, and ancient Tuileries ; 
While Orleans' haughty throne in smouldering ashes lies. 

XIX. 

Thiers strove the bark of Royalty to guide 
Amidst the breakers of an angry sea. 
But strove in vain — it sank beneath the tide. 
Swamped in the surge of fierce Democracy. 
The rappel beat to arms incessantly. 
And louder, higher rose Marseillaise strain ; 
Ten thousand frantic voices rent the sky. 
Away with Thiers and proclamation vain — 
Concessions are too late — the people now must reign ! 
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XX. 

Scarce had the Monarch from his palace fled. 
When, issuing forth with Princely son in hand, 
A noble Matron raised her drooping head 
Before the Council Chamber of the land. 
And who can woman's eloquence withstand. 
When heart and hope maternal feelings move ? 
Hereditary rights her high demand. 
The heritage of kings her right to prove — 
Fierce clamour drown'd a mother's voice, but not her love. 

XXI. 

The prison's ponderous gates wide open fly. 
The captive breathes the air of heaven once more — 
Who dares, in such an hour, his arm defy. 
When Freedom's sons its dreaded powers restore ? 
All uncontrolled by bolt and prison-door. 
The convict, free, now proves a desperate foe — 
Fearless alike of cannon's furious roar. 
The charge of cavalry, the lancer's throw — 
Better to fall in fight than back to prison go. 

XXII. 

Loud rang the Chant de Girondins — for days, 
Marseillaise, oft repeated, filled the air ; 
But when the Sabbath dawned, none came to raise 
The hymn of gratitude — the voice of prayer. 
Fanes to a god unknown were every where — 
Communists, Socialists, Republic Red — 
O had another dauntless Paul been there. 
Another Hill of Mars on which to tread, 
France would have heard the lecture he to Athens read. 
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XXIII. 
Home of the Bourbon race ! — cradle of kings ! 
A rabble throng pours through thy royal gate ; 
Thy desecrated halls speak solemn things 
To Princes, Kings, and Ministers of State, 
Who often learn the maxim, when too late. 
That honest policy alone is wbe : 
Ye who would shun the haughty Bourbon's fate. 
Must shun chicanery and artful guise — 
An empire throned in truth the traitor's hand defies. 

XXIV. 
Victoria ! — England's Queen ! — thy stable throne 
Unshaken stands 'midst Revolution's throes ; 
Thy people's hearts beat true to thee alone. 
While Britain 'neath thy sceptre finds repose 
A nation's honour in thy bosom glows. 
And England's liberties are safe with thee — 
Triumphant Queen ! — thine empire never knows 
A setting sun — thy subjects all are free. 
Where'er thy glorious flag floats over land or sea ! 

XXV. 

Kjngs are a broken reed to lean upon. 
And armies to a king a rope of sand ; 
He rules secure who rules by love alone. 
Rejoicing more to succour than command. 
What were two hundred thousand guards at hand 
To Louis Philippe in a perilous hour ? 
So many dreaded bayonets to withstand — 
So many lessons of mismanaged power. 
Which Gallia taught her King in abdication's hour. 
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XXVI. 

There is in poetry a nameless charm, 
A sigh for sorrow — joy for human weal. 
Rather to suffer in itself^ than harm 
The peace of others — bloving more to heal 
Than to destroy — an ardent, hopefid zeal. 
Burning that dimmer eyes may see the light ; 
And if it fail to help, ne'er ^Is to feel 
The peace, the joy, inefikble delight 
Of those who hold the beacon-torch in stormy night. 

xxvn. 

So Lamartine, in Revolution's hour. 
Essayed to quell the tumult of the throng. 
And for a season swayed with magic power. 
The mass, with eloquence high-born of song : 
Warm burning thoughts, words dignified and strong. 
He moved at will, as with enchanted wand ; 
The people, breathless, hear and rush along; 
And, as the broken fetters free the hand, 
Vive la Republique ! rings and echoes through the land. 

xxvm. 

The man that breathed the air of Judah*s hills. 
And drank the dews of lofty Lebanon, 
Was ne'er designed to draw from scanty rills. 
Which heaven's secluded beams fall faint upon. 
Fain strove he, 'midst the flickering light that shone. 
To kindle Freedom's torch throughout the land. 
But strove in vain ; the burning oil was gone ! 
The lamp shone dimly in his vent'rous hand ; 
And Lamartine, obscured, withdrew from high command. 
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XXIX. 

June's sun arose — but not in peaceful calm ; 
Deep threatening clouds obscured the summer sky ; 
Yon murky vale on ancient Notre Dame 
Presages coming ill and darkness nigh. 
The barricades arise ! Hark, the wild cry ! 
The brave Cavaignac's sword deals death around. 
While mid the heaps of slain that thickly lie. 
The grave Archbishop rests in sleep profound. 
Clasping the olive branch all crimsoned from his wound. 

XXX. 

Deep in the vaults where sleep the silent dead. 
Beneath the towering column of July, 
'Midst torches' glare is heard the heavy tread 
Of armed men, with keen and searching eye. 
Now coffinless, the mouldering ashes lie. 
Of those who eighteen years had silent lain. 
Dragged from their resting-place to give supply 
Of lead for ammunition. Thus the slain 
Are roused to take their part in Freedom's cause again. 

XXXI. 

Strong stalwart men fell back aghast to see 
Fair woman scale the lofty barricade. 
Smiling at deafening noise of musketry. 
Amidst the din of battle undismayed ! 
But soon, alas ! life's forfeiture she paid. 
As many a bullet pierced her snowy breast ; 
She fell, while madly rushing on, to aid 
The cause of Revolution's high behest. 
And died — the barricade her last sad place of rest ! 
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XXXII. 
Had He who holds the balance in his hand 
Reversed the scales of doubtful victory. 
Given reckless mob dominion o'er the land. 
Fierce, uncontrolled — a wild Democracy ; 
Then would have risen to Heaven the midnight cry. 
Loud as when Egypt wailed her £rst-born slain : 
But He, whose mercy reacheth to the sky. 
Was near to succour, mighty to restrain ; 
And saved Republic France from Terror's second reign. 

xxxin. 

And who is he who sleeps in palace bed. 
Where oft Napoleon dreamed of battle-field — 
In visions of the night great armies led ; 
Fame his high hope, and Fate his boasted shield ? 
The choice of France the stranger has revealed. 
Charmed with the prestige of a lofty name. 
A present balm has past transgressions healed — 
The halo of her glory, future fame. 
Now feebly shines on France, with dim uncertain flame. 

XXXIV. 

No courier hastes to tell the wondrous tale 
Of France unthroned by Revolution's sway ; 
The speaking wires outstrip the rapid rail. 
And flash the news to listening Germany. 
Austria and Prussia hear the astounding cry — 
Kings grasp their rocking thrones in wild dismay ; 
Long slighted claims, high looks, and stem reply. 
These truthfid vouchers of despotic sway 
Stand forth accusers dread, in retribution's day. 
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XXXV. 

The flames of civil warfare now have spread 
To wild Carpathia's mountain-scenes afar. 
And blood by kindred nations has been shed — 
By rude Sclavonian, and by brave Magyar. 
Imperial treachery commenced the war. 
Where roll the Danube and romantic Drave ; 
But Hope shall rise with Freedom's guiding star. 
To wipe away the tears that sorrow gave 
To Blum's sad memory, and Lamberg's bloody grave. 

XXXVI. 

Majestic Tiber ! once thy yellow stream 
Played gently to the notes gf ancient song. 
Breathing from classic groves, in moonlight beam. 
Soothing thy waters as they flowed along. 
Now — shouts of vengeance, from the Roman throng. 
Rise in wild tumult o'er thy placid wave. 
Rossi is slain ! and none resents the wrong ; 
No hand was near the haughty Count to save. 
Nor prayer nor requiem sad was chaunted o'er his grave ! 

XXXVII. 

" Three days of bloodshed — thirty years of peace :" 
Radetsky's maxim, ominous and dread ! 
O'er fair Milan the gathering clouds increase. 
And mourners wail their patriot heroes dead. 
Vienna's craven Emperor has fled — 
From Rome, the Pope steals out in mean disguise ; 
And long slaved Italy uplifts her head ; 
The Roman citizen Rome's priest defies. 
And Vatican's dread thunder unregarded lies. 
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XXXVIII. 
Saint Peter's bells are ringing loud and clear. 
With joy, that Peter's mock successor's gone ; 
As if some gay high carnival were near. 
Groups here and there are moving quickly on ; 
The sun on happier people never shone : 
Pope, Council, Cardinals, are far away. 
Bright as the clear blue sky they look upon. 
They hail the dawn of Freedom's natal day ; 
And Rome restored to life and new-bom Liberty ! 

XXXIX. 

Tasso's and Dante's land ! — fair Italy ! 
Thy blue and cloudless skies were never made 
To mirror scenes of dark iniquity. 

And shroud thee ever in eternal shade. ' 

Heaven smiles propitious on each springing blade. 
Each bud and blossom, hastening into prime. 
Burst forth matured ; hill, dale, and opening glade ' 

Spontaneous yield fair orange-tree and lime, . j 

While graceful clustering vines thy light verandas climb. 

XL. 

Fair garden of the world ! that lovely smiles, I 

A golden rainbow, bathed in balmy showers ! I 

Alas ! that Superstition's artful wiles 

Should e'er have planted thorns amidst thy flower^. | 

The Rose of Sharon blooms not in thy bowers, i 

Nor Lily of the Valley greets the eye ; . 

Upon thy brightness Heaven offended lowers, | 

The seeds of God's own Word thou leav'st to die, , 

Choked by traditions false— alas, fair Italy ! 
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XU. 
Eternal City ! where is now thy fame. 
Thy classic heroes — where, thy men of might ? 
The ancient splendour that adorned thy name 
Shrouded all other lands in gloom of night. 
Thy Caesar, from ambition's giddy height. 
Looked scornful down upon a conquered world. 
Assuming heritage and kingly right : 
Princes and Potentates from thrones he hurled. 
Wherever haughty Rome her blood-red flag unfurled/*^ 

XLIL 
Fleming ! well done ! Time proves thy " guessing" right.^"^ 
True prophet ! Eighteen hundred forty-eight 
Drew back the curuin, ushering to the light 
Rome shaking off* her galling cumbrous weight. 
The Mitre severed from the Crown of State ; 
Brave Freedom's breach upon th^Roman wall ; 
The trembling Pontiff, flying from his fate. 
Leaves home, and host, and gorgeous Qmrinal — 
Be^nning of the end of Babylon's doomed fall ! 

XLni. 

Twelve centuries and more their circle ran. 
Since Antichrist, arrayed in Papal Power, 
With Mitre-crown, his haughty course began. 
In Superstition's dark and rampant hour. 
Freedom, afirighted, saw the nations cower — 
Saw Italy grow old in sin and crime ; 
While dungeon deep, lone cell, and prison tower. 
Frowned darkly on the map of coming Time, 
And Hell's high belfiy rang, with loud and gladsome chime. 
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XLIV. 
But, hark ! a mighty voice cries — " It is done !** 
" Time of the end** of Babylon is near; 
"The judgment that shall sit** is now begun. 
Hearken, ye kings ! — ye nations quake with fear. 
" Numbered and finished" now is written clear. 
Th' outpouring of the *' seventh vial" seen, 
" Voices and Thunders" loud, burst on the ear 
Of her who saith in heart — " I sit a Queen," 
While harlot mother she of Babylon hath been. 

XLV. 

Amidst the tumults of a troubled sea. 
One rock alone withstood the tempest's rage ; 
That rock was Britain's might and monarchy. 
Unshaken by the tossings of the age. 
How is it, that thy bright and glorious page. 
The stains of anarohy has never known ? 
Is it thy armaments that thus engage 
The safety of thy laws and ancient throne ? 
No ! Britain owes her peace to righteousness alone. 

• XLVI. 

Fairest of lands ! my thoughts still turn to thee ; 
Land of the Bible — land of Sabbath rest — 
Land of a Queen beloved, a people free — 
A refuge land for all who are opprest. 
Thy laws, in troublous times, have stood the test. 
Nations and distant islands sound thy fame ; 
Thy proud flag waves above the billow's crest, 
Man's liberty rejoicing to proclaim. 
Wafting o'er all the earth Britannia's honoured name ! 
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XLVII. 

Princes dethroned, and Ministers exiled. 
Have sought protection 'neath thy sheltering power ; 
Have found asylum in thy bosom mild, 
A covert from the storm in danger's hour. 
Thus Britain's beacon-light, when tempests lower. 
Guides to her peaceful shores the foreign sail. 
Landmarks arise on many a hill and tower. 
Freedom's broad pennant floats upon the gale. 
While generous sympathies o'er ancient feuds prevail. 

XLVIU. 
And when Democracy, with daring hand. 
Wrested from neighbouring States their ancient sway. 
Peace o'er thy vast dominions waved her wand. 
Save Chartist mob, and Irish anarchy : 
And when Sedition failed to grasp her prey, 
A lesson taught by Providence was given ; 
Thy strifes at home kept thee from foreign fray — 
War from thy Councils happily was driven. 
And Britain's threatened ill o'er-ruled for good by Heaven. 

XLIX. 
In Ireland's chequered history God is seen. 
Frowning on deeds of darkness and misrule. 
On superstition, anger, factious spleen ; 
With these iniquities her cup is full. 
How long, O Lord, shall error's stagnant pool 
Spread noxious vapours o'er so fair a land ! 
O send from pulpit, press, and Sabbath School, 
Thy Word of Peace ; that each resisting band 
May learn allegiance true, by counsel and command. 
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L. 

What gave to Ulster confidence and peace. 
When South and West raised Treason's flag on high ? 
Was it the surveillance of armed police. 
Advancing line, or charge of cavalry ? 
Ah, no ! a mightier power than these was nigh ; 
The fruit of righteousness in peace was sown ; 
The people schooled in Bible loyalty — 
Heaven's bow of Gospel light effulgent shone. 
Stretching from Ulster's vales to loved Victoria's throne. 

U. 

Strange year ! that witnessed in the far far West, 
The teeming earth yield up her golden store. 
And bold adventurers, who nought possest. 
Grow quickly rich, with heaps of shining ore* 
Art thou the land, where Solomon of yore. 
Sent his fleet Argosies for Ophir's gold ? 
How is it, if such wealth was known before. 
The ancient fathers never should have told. 
Till foolish Mexico her California sold. 

UI. 

Dread year ! that gave response to Ocean's call. 
When he, from his dark depths, insatiate cried 
For human sacrifice — yet feeble all 
His efforts to destroy, while unallied 
With his fell sister Fire, who help supplied : 
Then, up to heaven arose one fearful glare ; 
The Ocean Monarches blaze spread far and wide '^^^ 
Some plunged from burning deck, in wild despair ; 
Whije others welcomed death in attitude of prayer. 
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LIII. 

Eventful year ! alas ! thy records tell 
Another scene of woe upon the sea ; 
When, in the stormy night, the funeral knell^'^ 
Toird o'er the deep, the death of seventy-three 
Ill-fated emigrants, who, forced to flee 
Kindred and country, for a foreign soil ; 
Land of the far off West they ne'er shall see : 
In one vast grave, they rest from all their toil. 
Where Derry's storied walls look proudly o'er the Foyle. 

LIV. 
Lord may the living praise Thy name alway. 
The dwellers of the cottage and the throne 
Alike are subject to Thy sovereign sway. 
The dead are silent — gone — for ever gone. 
The living — may Thy grace to them be known. 
That they may praise and glory give to Thee, 
Live by Thy love, and trust in Thee alone. 
Should death be sudden, still they safe shall be. 
Whether they die on land, or on the stormy sea. 

LV. ' 

Full sixteen years had fled, since last the breath 
Of Pestilence, from Asia's sultry shore. 
Passed o'er the land, and in its track, pale Death 
Bore off his thousands — ^see ! it comes once more. 
To tell of God's displeasure, as before ; 
And add another judgment to the year 
Of judgments dire, which rich and poor deplore : 
Parents bereaved, and friends and children dear — 
These are thy doings. Lord, that men may bow and fear. 

L 
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LVI. 

God speed the gallant crew ! who left their home. 
Perils by sea and land to undergo. 
For one who loved the Ocean — loved to roam 
'Midst Arctic regions of eternal snow. 
Britain, humanity, and science owe 
A debt of gratitude to that brave crew. 
Whose manly bosoms felt the generous glow 
Of sympathy, for her whose fond heart knew^*^ 
No sacrifice too great, to her brave Franklin due. 

LVII. 

Church of the living God — awake ! arise ! 
The walls of Babylon begin to shake. 
The field of Europe now before thee lies : 
Church of the living God, awake ! awake ! 
The nations tremble — earth's foundations quake. 
Zion, put on thy strength, the time is near. 
When Gospel peace shall mighty conquest make ; 
When human strife shall yield to godly fear — 
Ploughshares and pruning-hooks replace the sword and spear. 

LVIII. 
Great Lamp of Life, go forth ! thou Word of God — 
The wrath of man hath opened up thy way ; 
Thy prisoned beams shall now disperse abroad. 
And brighten Europe with a heavenly ray. 
Haste, Harbinger of Joy, away ! away ! 
And tell the world of God's redeeming love. 
In Jesus Christ, the life, the truth, the way 
To peace on earth, and endless bliss above ; 
And let thy healing balm the woes of man remove. 
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LVIII. 
Great year of change ! thou turning point of time ! 
Oft shall my memory revert to thee — 
The fertile theme of this my wayward rhyme. 
Hath many a solemn lesson borne to me. 
Of human guilt, and God's supremacy. 
Love God, and keep His laws, is still the call ; 
This the great sum of all we hear and see. 
Fear not, ye saints ! though dynasties may fall. 
The cause of Christ and God shall yet be all in all ! 




NOTES. 



NOTE I. — page 128* 
The godly Fleming searched the Sacred Page. 
The Rev. Robert Fleming, author of the Discourse on the " Rise and Fall of 
the Papacy," was son of the Rev. Robert Fleming, author of the '* Fulfilling 
of the Scripture,** and other works, who was ejected from his charge in Cam- 
buslang along v^th 400 of the best ministers of Scotland, who refuted to pros- 
tate the liberties of the Church beneath the feet of arbitrary civil power. He 
afterwards resided in Holland, an enle for the Word of God and the testimony 
of Jesus, till the time of his death. His son was bom at Cambuslang, about 
the year 1654 or 1655 ; studied at the Dutch Universities ; became minister of 
the English Presbyterian Church at Leyden, and was afterwards pastor of the 
Presbyterian Church at Rotterdam, whence he was called to the pastorate of the 
Scottish Congregation at Founder's Hail, Lothbury, London. It is said that 
King William III., who, when Prince of Orange, had been acquainted with 
Fleming's talents, ISaming, and worth, employed his influence to secure his 
sendees for Britain, and that he afterwards frequendy consulted him in relation 
to the management of Scottish afHurs. As an instance of the high esteem in 
which he was held for hb varied learning and worth, he was oflered the 
Principalship of the University of Glasgow, which, howeyer, he refused. He 
died in London on May 24th, 1716. At the time when the power of France 
was at its height, and William III. was maintaining against it, ahnost smgle- 
handed, the contest for liberty and Protestantism, Fleming published his 
'* Discourse on the Rise and Fall of the Papacy.** Studying prophecy in an 
humble, prayerful, and conscientious spirit, he regarded the judgment of the 
fourth apocalyptic vial as derigned for the destruction of the French monarchy 
— an interpretation which has been singularly verified by the events that have 
been connected with the different revolutions that have uprooted the throne 
and changed the destinies of France. 
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NOTE II. — page 130. 
fyAen ruthless Charles gave forth the sentence dread. 
" In Paris, the Protestants were secretly the objects of the Court's most in- 
tense enmity \ and ten years afterwards they were made the victims of one of 
the most foul and bloody conspiracies which history has to record. We allude 
to the too notorious massacre of St. Bartholomew's day. By hypocritical pro- 
fessions of friendship, Charles DC., the then reigning monarch, had succeeded 
in enticing the principal Protestants of the kingdom to the capital, when all at 
once, without the slightest intimation, they were made the subjects of whole- 
sale murder. The details are too horrible to be dwelt on. At two o'clock, on 
a preconcerted night, a great bell rang from the palace as a signal for the 
slaughter, and from that hour for eight days onward, innocent blood continued 
to flow both at Paris and throughout the kingdom. It was the express wish of 
Charles that not a Huguenot should be left to reproach him, and while the 
carnage was proceeding, he amused himself with shooting at fugitives from his 
palace windows. Not fewer than fifty thousand Protestants are supposed to have 
fallen in this horrible massacre." — Papal Persecutions in France. 

NOTi ui. — page 131. 
apostate France ! cohere now is thy Rochelle f 

RocHELLE, a seaport town in Western France, has been justly celebrated for 
the early devotedness of its inhabitants to the cause of the Reformation, and as 
the scene of many a memorable struggle between its fiiends and enemies. 
There the famous John Welsh, of Scotland, for a time exercised his ministry, 
and had an interview with the French King. There, in 1 571, a Synod of the 
Reformed Church of France was held, over which Theodore Beza presided, 
and at which were present the Queen and Prince of Navarre, Prince of Conde, 
Admiral Coligny, and many other noblemen. At that period no fewer than 
2,150 churches were reckoned in connexion with the Protestant Church of 
France. 

The edict of Nantes was revoked on the 8th of October, 1 685, and by 
it the doom of the Protestant Church of France — one of the fairest sisters of 
the Reformation — was sealed. <<The Revocation consists of a Preface and 
Twelve Articles. By Article I, the King suppresses and repeals the protective 
edicts in all their extent ; and ordains that all the temples which are yet found 
standing in his kingdom shall be immediately demolished. Article 2, forbids 
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all sorts of religious assemblies of what kind soever. Article 3, prohibits the 
exercise of religion to all lords and gentlemen of quality, under corporal 
penalties, and confiscation of their estates. Article 4, banishes from the 
kingdom all the ministers, and enjoins them to depart thence, within fifteen 
days after the publication of the edict, under penalty of being sent to the 
galleys. Articles 5 and 6, promise recompenses and advantages to the minis- 
ters and their widows, who shall change their religion ; and ordains, < That 
those who shall be bom henceforward shall be baptized and brought up in the 
Catholic religion ;* enjoining parents to send them to the churches, under the 
penalty of being fined 500 livres. Article 9, gives four months' time to such 
persons as have departed already out of the kingdom to return, otherwise their 
goods and estates to be confiscated. Article 10, with repeated prohibitions, 
forbids all subjects of the Protestant reli^on to depart out of the kingdom, 
they, their vdves, and children, or to convey away their effects, under pain of 
the galleys for the men, and of confiscation of money and goods for the wo- 
men. Article II, confirms the declarations heretofore made against those that 
relapse. Article 12, declares that, as to the rest of the subjects of the Pro- 
testant religion, they may, till God enlightens them, remain in the cities and 
countries of the kingdom, there continue their commerce, and enjoy their 
estates, without trouble or molestation, upon pretence of the said religion, on 
condition that they have no assemblies under pretext of praying, or exercising 
any religious worship whatever." — See Historical Sketch of the Protestant Church 
of France, by the Rev. John G. Lorimer, pp. 261, 262. 

The effects of this monstrous enactment, which fiimishes a striking illustrss 
tion of the genius of Popery, were disastrous above measure, not only to the 
cause of Protestantism in France, but likewise to the best interests of the na- 
tion. No fewer than 600 Protestant Churches were at once destroyed—- a 
discipline, which had served to maintain singular internal purity, was broken up 
— several hundred thousands of Protestants were driven into exile — and upwards 
of a million and a-half of people, including thousands of children, were left 
to wander among wolves, uneducated, and as sheep without a shepherd. Who 
can tell from what countless evils France would have been saved, had she not, 
in an ill-fated hour succumbing to Popish influence, expelled from her bosom, 
and destroyed by far the best of her citizens — the advocates of Scriptural 
truth? 
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NOTE vfj-^ge 141. 

fVkerever haughty Rome her blood-red Jlag unfurled. 

<< When a general, after having consulted the auspices, had detennined to 

lead forth his troops against the enemy, a red flag was displayed on a spear from 

the top of the pnetorium, which was the ngnal to prepare for batde.** — Alanis 

Reman Antifuitia. 

NOTE V. — fage 141. 

Fleming ! well done I Time pro-ues tJ^ ^^ guatin£'* right. 

True prophet ! Eighteen hundred farty-eight 

Drew hack the curtain. 
According to Fleming, the year 1848 is a year in which various inspired pre- 
dictions are accomplished, and in which take place events of the gravest im- 
portance. The fifth vial (Rev. zvi. 10, 11) is poured out upon << the seat of 
the Beast,** that is, upon the countries that belong to, or that are immediately 
dependent on, the Roman See. *<This judgnient,** says Fleming, <<will 
probably be^ about the year 17949 and expire about the year 1848, so that 
the duration of it, upon this supposition, will be the space of fifty-four years.** 
He adds — '< But yet we are not to imag^e that this vial will totally destroy 
the Papacy, though it will exceedingly weaken it, for we find this still in being 
and alive when the next vial is poured out.** It is a singular confirmation of 
Fleming*s principles of prophetic interpretation, or ** guesang,** as he modestly 
terms them, that the past year has been distinguished hot only by mighty and 
unexpected revolutions throughout Europe, but that Italy, in particular, has 
been the theatre of war and general agitation. Under the fifth vial, we are 
told in the Apocalypse, << that vofn repented.not of their deeds,** and that they 
<< gnawed their tongues for pain.** How characteristic is this account of the 
perseverance of the Papacy in idolatry, oppresaon, and other crimes, and of the 
fruitless struggles of the Italians for liberty and independence ! Nearly a hun- 
dred years before the first French Revolution, Fleming spoke of that event in 
these terms — '< Perhaps the French monarchy mcy begin to be considerably humbled 
about that time ; that, whereas the present French king takes the sun for his emblem^ 
and this for his motto, ' Nee pluribus impar,* he may, at kngth, or rather his suc- 
cessors, and the monarchy itself (at least before the year 1794^, be forced to acknow- 
ledge that, in respect to neighbouring potentates, he is even ^Singulis impar.* ** Not 
less remarkable than this interpretation, have events shown that to be which 
looked forward nearly one hundred and fifty years from the time of the author, 
and which was to be developed in the year 1 848. 
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NOTE VI. — page 144. 
The Ocean MtmarcKi blaxe if read far and wide. 
The Ocean Monarchy an American emigrant ship, took fire in the Irish 
Channel on the 24th August, 1848, and was burned to the water^s edge. Of 
396 persons on board, 178 perished. 

NOTE VII. — page 145. 

When, in the stormy night, the funeral knell 
Toltd Q^er the deep, the death of uventy-three 
Ill-fated emigrants. 

The Londonderry %Xsxra.c.T left Sligo for Liverpool on the 2d December, 1848, 
having on board 150 passengers, chiefly emigrants, bound for America. A 
storm arose in the evening, which induced the captain to close up the entrance 
to the steerage, forgetful of the necessity of ventilation. The fearful result 
was, that seventy-three men, women, and children, were suffocated. The 
steamer was brought into Londonderry, where, in one vast grave, the bodies of 
the sufFerers were interred. 

NOTE VIII. — page 146. 

Of vpnpathy for her, *mhosefond heart knew 
No sacrifice too great, to her brave Franklin due. 

In February, 1848, Sir James C. Ross was officially charged with an expedi- 
tion to the' Arctic regions to search for Sir John Franklin and his companions. 
Lady Franklin, besides devoting her own private fortune to this object, addressed 
the British Government, the Russian Emperor, and other parties, with a view 
to interest them in the fate of her heroic husband. 
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EDMUND AND ELLA. 



A TALE OF THE LAST CENTURY. 

IND who are the tenants of this simple spot. 
Where the primrose and hyacinth bloom, 
/"here the cowslip and violet love to entwine 
Round the narrow confines of their tomb ?* 




" O lady r the sexton replied, with a sigh, 
"Here virtue and innocence sleep; 

Unplanted the myrtle-tree grew at their head. 
And the cypress sprang up but to weep ! 



" As simple their tale as the daisy that grows 
On the tomb of their lowly retreat ; 

Unpractised in art, they were strangers to vice. 
Or the cunning of worldly deceit. 



158 EDMUND AND ELLA, 

" Where the smoke rises slowly above yon green pines 
Stands the cottage where Edmund was born ; \ 

Alas ! the same cloud that o'ershadowed his noon 
Hung dark on the birth of his mom. 

" Twas the mom of his birth that a messenger told 
How the battle of Blenheim was o'er. 

How Marlborough humbled the pride of the Gaul, 
But that Edmund's brave sire was no more. 



" Bereft of a parent, protector, and friend. 

He grew 'neath a mother's fond eye : 
She taught him that virtue, religion, and truth. 

Were as passports to lead to the sky. 

" He grew ; and the sun on a comelier cheek 

Or a manlier brow never shone ; 
With the form of the poplar, and strength of the oak. 

All the village his prowess would own ; 

" But gentle and soft as the innocent dove. 
When he heard the complainings of woe ; 

A friend to the helpless, the wronged and the poor — 
To fraud and oppression a foe* 

" One day, as he carelessly roamed through the wood. 
And reached the green verge of a glade, 

A lambkin lay bleating, immerged in a pond. 
And piteously called for his aid. 
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*' He raised the young truant, now breathing alarm. 

And washed its soiled locks in the stream ; 
On its white fleecy neck a bright collar appeared. 

And on it was graven a name. 

" The name it was ' Ella,' of Eglantine-hall, 

A lady of fortune and fame. 
Whose father was owner of all this estate. 

And his title yon hamlets proclaim. 

" Three daughters the Baron of Eglantine had. 

All clad in the vestments of youth ; 
But Ella, the youngest, was fairest to view — 

She was innocence, virtue, and truth. 

" Though the rose of the wilderness mantled her cheek. 

It was leagued with the lily, so white. 
That she looked like the silver-tinged cloud of the East, 

When its blushes first welcome the light, 

" Her eyes from the violet borrowed their hue. 

And fair were the locks that she wore ; 
So golden her tresses, that Ceres confessed 

They rivalled each sheaf in her store. 

" Her voice was so soft and harmoniously sweet. 

That discord retired to the shade j 
And her form was so slender and gracefully turned. 

That symmetry bowed to the maid. 



i6o EDMUND AND ELLA. 

" Thus Ella, the lovely young Ella, appeared. 

When Edmund in silence drew nigh ; 
His heart, till that moment a stranger to love. 

Now owned all its power with a sigh. 

" The lamb seemed to feel the quick throbs of his breast. 

And wantonly skipped from his arms ; 
It gambolled tow'rds Ella, and frisked round the maid ; 

She smiled, and soon hushed its alarms. 

*' But, oh ! 'twas a smile that was pilfered from Heaven, 

Which beauty to innocence gave ; 
It beamed upon Edmund, and shipwrecked his heart. 

Like the rudderless bark on the wave. 



" * I thank you,' she said, ' for the life of my lamb. 
And a grateful return would impart ; 

But I know that to do but a generous deed 
Is reward to a generous heart.' 

" He bowed, and in silence returned to his cot ; 

But Edmund, the gay and the young. 
No longer was known to enliven the scene. 

Or to join when the villagers sung. 

" Now pale was the cheek that was once ruby red. 
And dim was the eye that shone bright. 

For Love lit his torch at the flame of his heart. 
And instantly fled with the light. 
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•* The languishing glances of Ella's blue eye 
What heart like young Edmund's could bear ? 

He loved, but her rank made it hopeless to love. 
And he gave himself up to despair. 

** In the morn, ere the gates of the East were unbarred, 

Unrefreshed he would rise from his bed. 
And here he would mingle his tears with the dew. 

As it fell on the graves of the dead. 

** But Edmund one morning was strangely surprised. 

When he came his fond visit to pay. 
To see a fair maiden strew flowers on a tomb. 

And embalm them with tears as she lay. 

V 

" With a heart ever open to sympathy's call. 

He pensively drew near the maid, 
* Arise, child of sorrow !' he plaintively cried — 

• Tis pity that offers thee aid.' 

" She started, and rose from her stone-lettered bed. 

But, oh ! what did Edmund behold ! 
'Twas his Ella that mourned ; 'twas his love, 'twas his life. 

That lay on the marble so cold. 

" It was over the grave of a mother she wept, 

A parent who claimed her regard. 
Who taught her that virtue descended from God, 

And that Heaven was its destined reward. 

M 
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" With gratitude beaming in Ella's soft eye. 

And language from artifice free. 
To Edmund she answered, * Sure thou art the youth 

Who brought my lost lambkin to me. 

" * But why from thy cheek have the roses all fled. 
And the lustre withdrawn from thine eye ? 

And why bends that form which so manly appeared I — 
Ah ! why heaves thy breast with a sigh f 

" * Hadst thou, gentle Ella ! thy lamb never lost. 

The roses would yet have remained ; 
Still bright would mine eyes be, and manly my form. 

And my bosom had never been pained. 

" ' But the day, sweetest Ella ! thy lambkin was lost. 

Oh ! lost was my heart unto me : 
I gazed on thee, Ella, but pardon the tale — 

I loved — ^and was captive to thee.' 

'* ' And hast thou in silence thus smothered thy grief. 

Whilst Ella was left to repine ? 
J loved thee, O Edmund ! and thou from the first 

Didst entwine round my heart like the vine.' 

*' 'Twas thus these fond lovers first plighted their faith. 
And unburthened their bosoms of pain. 

And oft they would meet 'neath the shade of yon elms. 
To pledge their vows over again. 
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" But fatal to Ella, alas ! were her vows — 

Too soon they were borne to her sire ; 
He stamped and he raved when the story was told. 

And fury was seen in his ire. 



*' But chief against Edmund his vengeance appeared ; 

He swore that he'd ne'er be at ease 
Till the son of the soldier were sent from his cot. 

To plough tlie tempestuous seas. 

" And too soon his hellish design he performed. 

For a press-gang the Baron had hired ; 
They waylaid brave Edmund ; he fought, but, overpowered 

By numbers, he bled and expired. 

" ' Oh r tell me," said Ella, * what meaneth yon crowd. 

And why tolls so solemn the bell?' 
* TTis thy Edmund they silently bear to the grave. 

And the sound that you hear is his knell.' 

*' Like the arrow that speedily darts through the air. 

She fled from her proud father's hall ; 
All breathless and frantic, she gained the church-yard. 

As the villagers lowered the pall. 

"'Oh, stop!' she exclaimed, 'let me gaze on my love. 
For I vowed to be Edmund's young bride. 

And thou, good old sexton, make broader the grave. 
For Ella will sleep by his side.' 
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" Thus saying, o'er the coffin she bended her form. 
Like the lily when drooping its head ; 

Her brain became frenzied, she laugh'd and she wept- 
She slept, and the grave was* her bed. 

" And they are the tenants of this simple spot. 
Where the primrose and hyacinth bloom. 

Where the cowslip and violet love to entwine 
Round the narrow ccmfines of their tomb." 

1816. 



MY COUNTRY. • 

|ttj^W|H Erin, my country ! although thy harp slumbers, 
jfSSSl And lies in oblivion in Tara's old hall, 
i^^^lWith scarce one kind hand to awaken its numbers. 
Or sound a lone dirge to the son of Fingal : 
The trophies of warfare may hang there neglected. 

For dead are the warriors to whom they were known ; 
But the harp of old Erin will still be respected. 
While there lives but one Bard to enliven its tone. 

Oh Erin, my country ! I love thy greeri bowers. 
No music's to me like thy murmuring rills ; 

Thy shamrock to me is the fairest of flowers. 

And nought is more dear than thy daisy-clad hills : 

* These stanzas formed part of a collection of poems which the author laid 
before the public in the year 1817. He deems it necessary to direct attention 
to this fact, as they have been occasionally appropriated by parties who possessed 
no claim to their merits, and were not responsible for their defects. 
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Thy caves, whether used by thy warriors or sages. 
Are still sacred held in each Irishman's heart. 

And thy ivy-crowned turrets, the pride of past ages. 
Though mouldering in ruin, do grandeur impart ! 

Britamiia may vaunt of her lion and armour. 

And glory when she her old wooden walls yiews ; 
Caledonia may boast of her pibroch and claymore. 

And pride in her philabeg, kilt, and her hose : 
But where is the nation to rival old Erin ? 

Or where is the country such heroes can boast ? 
In battle the/re brave as the tiger or lion. 

And bold as the eagle that flies round our coast ! 

The breezes oft shake both the rose and the thistle. 

While Erin's green shamrock lies hushed in the dale t 
In safety it rests, while the stormy winds whistle. 

And grows undisturbed, 'midst the moss of the vale : 
The shamrock is emblem of Erin's fair daughters. 

In rustic retreat dwells her boast and her pride. 
And the old branching oak, clad with ivy, oft shelters 

The cottage where love, truth, and beauty reside. 

Bright Gem of the Casket ! Green Star of Creation ! 

Dear spot, where my forefathers revelled in youth ! 
The glory, the honour, and badge of thy nation. 

Is charity, valour, religion, and truth ! 
Then, hail ! fairest island in Neptune's old ocean ! 

Thou land of Saint Patrick, my parent a gra! 
Cold, cold must the heart be, and void of emotion. 

That loves not the music of " Erin-go-Bragh !" 
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WATERLOO, WELLINGTON, ERIN-GO-BRAGH. 

IHALL the heroes of Waterloo, martyrs of glory ! 

Forgotten repose in oblivion's cold grave ? 
ijAh, no ! though with mourning old Erin is hoary. 
Her harp shall awaken, their memory to save. 
In Tara's old hall as the bard lay dejected. 
She brought him the harp that had long been neglected, 
" Strike, my son," she exclaimed — *' let the theme be respected, 
Waterloo, Wellington, Erin-go-bragh V* 

Scarce had the relic awakened its numbers. 

And tuned in obedience to Erin's command. 
Till the spirit of Ossian arose from his slumbers. 

And summoned each minstrel that slept in the land. 
The anthem was holy — 'twas raised by the sire. 
Though hoary the minstrels, unquenched was their fire. 
Whilst these strains in full chorus to Heaven did aspire, 

" Waterloo, Wellmgton, Erin-go-Bragh !" 

Sun-beam of Erin — the star of her ocean. 

Thy splendor shines bright on her emerald shore ; 

Saviour of Europe from war and commotion ! 

Heaven raised thee thy country's lost fame to restore — 

Of shamrocks fresh, wet with the dew of the morning. 

The maids of the green isle, to hail thy returning, 

A chaplet have woven, this motto adorning, 
'* Waterloo, Wellington, Erin-go-bragh!" 
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Oh ! then shall the heroes of Waterloo slumber. 

And shall they forgotten remain m the grave ? 
Ah, no ! whilst a string in my harp wakes a number, 

A strain patriotic their memory shall save ; 
Fame shall awaken a dirge to their glory. 
Bards yet unborn in their praise shall grow hoary, 
Europe with Erin will echo the story — 

" Waterloo, Wellington, Erin-go-bragh !" 

1815. 




WRITTEN IN MISS MONTGOMERY'S COTTAGE, 
GREY ABBEY. 

IBERNIA'S rocky shores are high, 

Hibernia's fields are green. 
Bold Donard towering to the sky. 
Proclaims Hibemia queen. 
Her hills of heath are rude and wild — 

But oh ! her heath's a bed 
For many a simple mountain child 

To rest his honest head ; 
Where he enjoys what Heaven bestows — 
A calm and innocent repose. 

The bleating lamb I love to see 

The tender daisy crop. 
And love to hear the herd-boy's glee 

Upon the mountain top. 
How soul-€nchanting 'tis to view 

The blush of infant day ; 
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The flowerets, animate with dew. 

To God their homage pay ! 
Ye unbelieving, kiss the rod. 
And own that Nature hath a God. 

nris rural grandeur to behold 

At eve, the village spire 
And cottage windows blaze with gold. 

By Sol's ethereal fire : 
But where is found a sight more fair. 

On mountain, hill, or dale. 
Or where a cottage to compare 

With this that meets the gale ? 
Its prospect, woods, and water pure. 
Seem Paradise in miniature. 

Oh ! where within Hibernia's land. 

Hath Nature formed a spot. 
So rude, so simple, and so grand. 

As fair Montgomery's cot ? 
Hail, owner of this blest retreat ! 

May happiness be thine. 
For raising suich a hallowed seat. 

To be the Muse's shrine. 
Oh ! 'tis a place for saint or sage ; 
'TIS Nature's wildest hermitage. 

Cold, cold the heart must surely be — 

Barren the mind and rude. 
That could not strike the wild harp's glee. 

In this dear solitude. 
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AWAKE, HARP OF ULLIN. 

It is a seat where many a bard 
His self-taught lyre hath strung ; 

The spot is worthy my regard. 
Where Fitz and Gaelus sung.* 

Friends of my heart, I hail the hour. 

When genius led you to this bower! 

Of wildest roses bathed in dew. 

My muse a wreath shall weave. 
And in the fragrant chaplet strew. 

What grew on Shenstone's grave. 
Flora will pluck, within the vale, 

A flower from every stem. 
And sporting in the summer gale. 

She'll weave a diadem ; 
And when 'tis formed, her wings she'll spread. 
And place it on Montgomery's head ! 
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AWAKE, HARP OF ULLIN. 

I 

WAKE, harp of Ullin ! arouse from thy slumbers. 

Once more let thy chords give affection a part ; 
Full oft thou hast swelled for my country thy numbers. 
Oh \ deign now to sing the loved theme of my heart. 
The lily, that bends at the breeze of the morning. 

And yields its perfume to the wavering gale. 
May join with the wild-briar rose, in adorning 
The moss-covered cottage that stands in the vale. 

* Two poetical friends of the Author. 



I70 TO LAURA. 

But the lily shall wither, and fade soon away. 

And the rose of the wilderness die on its stem ; 
All the flowers of the forest shall sink to decay. 

While the dew-drops of Nature are weeping for them ! 
But never, O never ! shall fade from this heart. 

The flower that's ingrafted within my fond soul ; 
Stem winter may frown, and her fury impart. 

But this emblem of love shall defy her control. 

Yes ! the maid of my heart shall retain my aFecdon, 

As 5podess and pure as the snow from above ; 
And oft shall my Muse, with a fond recollection, 

Commem'rate the hour that bestowed me her love. 
Twas a moment of fear, 'twas an hour of emotion. 

An hour to my soul that still sacred shall be ; 
Twas an hour of repose, 'twas an hour of commotion — 

Oh ! dear was the hour of confession to me ! 
1816. 



TO LAURA, 

WITH A CANARY BIRD. 

iO a heart that is tender and kind. 

This yellow-plumed warbler I send ; 
Assured, that it comfort will find. 
When it finds in my Latjra a friend. 

Each bird of the air hath a nest. 

And into its covert can flee ; 
Each reptile's with liberty^ blest. 

For Nature proclaims them all free. 
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The lark can spring o'er the green mead. 
And shake the bright dew from his wing; 

At mom can ascend from his bed. 
The praise of his maker to sing. 

From the shade of the wild-covert rose 

Each songster can peep from his thorn. 
Refreshed with his balmy repose. 

And enjoy all the fragrance of morn. 

But this little wicker-wrought cage 

Forbids the young captive to roam ; 
From youth to the winter of age, ' 

By destiny's doom 'tis his home. 

O ! hark to the pensive-tuned note. 

Which the breeze bears in sorrow along ; 

It flows from the caroller's throat. 
And this is captivity's song : — 

" I enjoy not the heart-pleasing view. 

When the morning sun peeps from the hill. 

And the primrose, pale-sparkling with dew. 
Adorns the green banks of yon rill. 

*' O'er the fertile and bright dewy meads. 

Where zephyrs so wantonly blow. 
Each bird his mate tenderly leads. 

Culling sweets from the flow'rets that grow. 

** But why should I thus sad repine. 

At the liberty others command. 
When reflecting that joy will be mine. 

When fed by a bountiful hand ? 
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" Yes, Laura my food will prepare ; 

III dwell with her far from the throng. 

Still anxious to merit her care 

By the grateful effusion of song." 
1816. 




TO MY CHILD, 

ON SEKING HIM ASLEEP ON THE BKEAST OT MIS MOTHER. 

j|WEET*S the sleep when virtue slumbers 

On a fond, fond mother's breast; 
liWhen her lullaby's soft numbers 
Soothe the innocent to rest. 

Though I feel not thy embraces. 
Sleep has not efiaced thy smiles ; 

No ! I mark the dimpled traces 
Of a thousand artless wiles. 

When awake, each nameless action 
Leaves a something to admire — 

Binds the chain of fond affection 
Round the mother, babe, and sire. 

Sleep, my boy ! thou art protected—' 
In a mother's arms thou'rt borne ; 

Not like sorrow's child neglected. 
Nor like sorrow's child forlorn. 

Shielded from the blast of danger. 
Sleep the sleep that knows no guile ; 

May the Nursling of a Manger 
Consecrate thy infant smile ! 
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As thy years advance in numbers. 

May thy spirit grow in grace. 
Till age hails the peaceful slumbers 

Of Creation's resting-place. 




MY MOTHER'S GRAVE. 

|ERE tears of filial love I shed 

O'er her who life and nurture gave ; 
[Whose bosom pillowed oft my head — 
My pillow's now my Mother's grave. 

Hallowed for ever be the spot 

Where sleeps the guardian of my youth. 
Who first my dawning infant thought 

Led to the sacred fount of truth ! 

O Mother ! can I e'er forget 

The eyes that wept for my distress ; 

Th;at oft my infent cheeks have wet 
With tears of love and tenderness ? 

Can I forget the lisping prayer 

So oft repeated at thy knee. 
When nightly thy maternal care 

Soothed me with plaintive lullaby ? 

Can I forget the voice that broke 
The quiet of my slumbering eyes. 

That, with the dawn, my soul awoke 
To pay its morning sacrifice ? 
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No — nor the hopes, the fears, the prayers. 
Will ever from my memory fade ; 

Nor all the thousand nameless cares 
That consecrate a Mother's shade. 

When on thy cradle-knee I slept. 
Thy ever mild and watchful eye 

With love unwearied vigils kept. 
To guard my helpless infency. 

Felt I not still thy ready hand 

Support my feeble, trembling frame ! 

When weak to run, nor strong to stand, 
I called upon thy ready name ? 

Mother, farewell ! my weeping eyes 

Have stained with many a tear my page- 

Oh, cast thy mantle from the skies — 
Twill be thy son's blest heritage ! 



JOHN YOUNG, LL.D., 

PROFESSOR OP MORAL PHILOSOPHY AND METAPHYSICS IN THE COLLEGE OF 
BELFAST, DIED 1 829. 

ilHERE is a grief of a fictitious kind, 

I That weeps, and sighs, and mingles tear for tear ; 

I And sympathizes with such pensive look. 

That one would almost say it felt. Such garb 

Do courtiers often wear when dies their king. 

And frequently in common life, 'tis found 

Convenient to put on the sable weeds. 
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And robe the body in a sackcloth garb. 

While all is joy within^ " Not all the world 

Act thus." Such were the words escaped my lips. 

As on my ear arose the mournful wail, — 

" He's dead !" — I paused, and asked ; but questioning 

Was vain, as louder rose the cry — " He's dead." 

I knew that sorrow was a sacred thing. 

And would have bent my steps another course. 

But rivetted by grief unto the spot. 

With trembling speech I ventured to inquire. 

And heard again the deep response, — *' He's dead^ — 

Our father, — teacher, — friend, — alas is gone ! 

The sun that shed upon our youth his beams 

Of purest light is set. Our morning star 

Of hope is sped, and soon the cold, cold grave. 

Will clasp in its embrace, all that gave light. 

And liberty, — and life." A monument 

Of stone .'—what is a monument of stone. 

To the entablature which memory 

Graves upon the grateful heart ? The chisel fails. 

And fails the painter's skill, to character 

The man, who nobly spends his life, to clear 

From out the wilderness of thought, the weeds 

That choke the mind, — o'er Error's dark domain 

To pour the blaze of Truth, and lead the soul 

To brighter fields of intellectual day. 

YoxTNG, needed not the language of the schools. 

To clothe in winning strain the high-born thought, — 

His eloquence he flung around like pearls. 

That e'en the heedless and the unconcerned. 

Were willing made to gather. On eagle 
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Wing upborne, he held companionship with 
Lofty thought, — soared high, and freely drank, where 
Souls less vent'rous thirsted. Nor for himself 
He drank alone. Like some fond parent bird. 
He hovered o'er the nest, alluring those 
Of weaker wing, to try by shorter flight 
Their strength, ere yet they soared with him to 
Streams that lay beyond. And if, perchance. 
One weaker than the rest aspired to fly 
But failed, then rose within hii generous breast 
Affection fond, which soon the trembler saw. 
Essayed to fly, and reached the height sublime. 
Mourn Caledonia ! mourn thy gifted son ! 
Who erst in boyhood's tuneful hours, awoke 
The slumb'ring echo of thy hills. The blush 
Of morn, the stilly hush of eve, mountain 
And stream, cradled dim images of thought 
Within his pregnant breast. Deep hi thy wild 
Romantic glens he loved to roam. Oft strayed 
By time-worn towers, and abbey grey, holding 
High converse with the mighty dead. Those vast 
Conceptions of his boundless soul, which shone 
So brilliantly in after life, were nursed 
In Nature's loneliness, and upward rose ; 
Pure as the incense which the hallowed urns 
Of Scotland's storied land send up to heaven. 
Fair Caledonia ! Erin owes thee much ; — 
And deeply she laments thy child, and claims 
The grateful meed of mingling tear with tear. 
Green was the chaplet which her sons had twined. 
To deck the brow of him they fondly loved. 
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But now, alas ! the willow o'er him bends. 
Hung with the mournful harps of weeping bards. 
And as the breeze of Heaven awakes the strings. 
The Muse forbears the dirge of earth-born song. 
I ask no monument for Young ! — nor shrine, — 
Nor bust, — nor featured stone, — nor garniture 
Of grave. Embalmed for ever in the sweet 
Perfume of grateful hearts, his fragrant, loved. 
And cherished memory ne'er shall die. 
1829. 




THE BEAUTIFUL UNKNOWN. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE AUTHOR's VISIT TO PARIS, IN 1 837. 

IJARIS ! thy gay resorts I leave to bards of loftier wing ; 

I Scenes that awoke my sympathies, of these alone I sing. 

I The day I spent in Pere la Chaise I never will forget ; 
Nor from my memory shall fade the grave of Lavalette, 
Nor e'er the sculptured form of her, who risked her life to save 
Her husband from a felon's doom, and ignominious grave. 
When at the tomb of Abelard and Eloise so dear, 
I plucked a little tuft of grass, and left behind a tear. 
Call it romance, or what you will, true love is still the same. 
And many a tuneful lyre hath waked in honour of its name. 
I left the graves of Pere la Chaise, bestrewed with flowers gay. 
And to a gloomier scene of death I bent my lonely way — 
To dark La Morgue — and as I stepped within its narrow door, 
I felt a thrill within. my heart I never felt before. 
For there a lovely fair one lay, upon a bed of stone. 
Shroudless and coffinless — unclaimed, unpitied, and unknown. 
Her forehead, ^s the marble white, as raven dark her hair, 

N 
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Her bosom, like the mountain snow» unsullied, and as fair. 
River of death ! insatiate Seine ! was there no victim near. 
Less beautiful, to give La Morgue, than she that slumbers here ? 
Where was the foiled at Rouge et Noir ? the dark assassin where ! 
That thou should'st close thy angry tide on one so young and fair? 
Of all who entered dark La Morgue, no anxious father came — 
No mother sought her lovely child, no sister breathed her name ; 
No brother pressed the crowd aside a sister's form to trace ; 
No kindred came to recognise her once ^miliar face. 
She lay a lone forsaken thing upon the cold wet stone ; 
Without a name or heritage — the beautiful unknown, 
O ! had she ever once a home ? and did she ever share 
A father's love, a sister's joy, a mother's anxious care ? 
Perhaps, in some far vintage field, where clustered grapes grow wild. 
She lisped the song of merriment, a dear beloved child. 
Or, with the joyful villagers, in happy festive day. 
Joined in the mazes of the dance, and sang the roundelay. 
Or dwelt she in some rich chateau, or old baronial hall. 
With nobles in her lofty train, and vassals at her call ? 
Amid the splendour of a court, she may have brightly shone. 
For beauty lingered in her face, when life itself was gone. 
Or could it be that one so young, so beautiful and fair. 
Had fallen a victim to deceit, by vile seducer's snare — 
Left home and happiness for haunts of sorrow, sin, and shame ; 
No friend to pity her in life, and none in death to claim ? 
Paris ! thy gay resorts I left to bards of loftier wing ; 
Of dark La Morgue, its house of death, I have essayed to sing. 
Since last I mingled with thy crowds, ten years have passed away; 
And yet the scene within La Morgue is but as yesterday : 
The snowy brow — the raven hair — the bed of stone is gone ; 
But still my memory retains the beautiful unknown. 
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THE MELODY OF FLOWERS. 

IHERE is a melody in flowers 

That soothes the mind to rest. 
Soft as the fall of dewy showers 
Upon the skylark's nest. 
When gentle breezes float along. 
All fragrant with their summer song. 

The garden rears the blushing rose. 

The lily's snowy crest. 
And robes of purple velvet throws 

Upon the pansy's breast. 
Bud, flower, and blossom, shrub and tree. 
The bounteous garden gives to me. 

Flowers of the wild have tuneful hours : 

The primrose has its lay ; 
The violet sings 'mid April showers 

Her simple roundelay ; 
Mayflower and daisy lift their voice. 
And with the buttercup rejoice. 

And winter flowers have melody : 

Beneath the leafless thorn. 
They send to Heaven their plaintive cry 

On many a snowy mom ; 
And oft when threatening clouds o'ercast. 
They soothe with song the angry blast. 

Insects have music. Hark ! the bee 
Sounding his tiny horn. 
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Waking the butterfly to see 

The sparkling gems of mom. 
That he her lovely form may view 
Mirrored in pearly drops of dew I 

There's music in the summer rose ; 

There's music in the trees — 
Music in every flower that blows. 

Music in every breeze ; 
The garden is a living lyre. 
And every flower a tuneful wire. 




TO THE REV. HENRY COOKE, D.D., LL.D., 

WITH A PORTRArr OF JOHN KNOX. 

ilEHOLD the form of him now here pourtrayed- 
That lofty spirit who, in olden time. 
Stood forward in the cause of God and truth. 
'*Knox never feared the face of man." Like him 
Who fought with beasts at Ephesus, he stood 
A host within himself. At his approach 
Dark Superstition dropt her flimsy dress. 
And Self-approval cast away her garb. 
And sought from Christ a robe of righteousness. 
Knox lived when *' Antichrist,"—*' that Wicked One,"- 
'* The Beast," — ^were names for Popery — when men 
Called evil things by evil names — unlike 
The dastard race of present days, who call 
The darkness light, and evil-workers good. 



TO CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH. 

And is there no bold spirit now to draw 
Aside the veil and drag the Harlot forth ? 
As when on Carmers lofty hills uprose 
The heaven-caught Prophet, who, from fiery car. 
Flung down the gifted mantle of his power ; 
So fallen has in latter days the garb 
Of sainted Knox, on one who closely binds 
It round his breast — and never will it part. 
Accept, imdaunted Cooke ! this portraiture. 
So strong a semblance of thine own firm front ; 
Wear long the mantle of thy prototype. 
And earnestly contend for that same iaith 
Delivered once to those, the Saints of God, 
Who wielded with a valiant hand the sword 
Of heavenly truth, and with it put to flight 
The armies of the aliens ; — wield it still 
. With might, as thou hast done — and may the God 
Of Jacob be thy portion and defence ! 
1836. 



TO CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH, 

WFTH AN IRISH HARP. 

ilEAR Harp of my country ! no longer thy numbers 

Shall swell in the wild and tumultuous throng ; 
1 We send thee to one who will waken thy slumbers 
With the loftier notes of a holier song. 
Anthems of peace shall resound from thy wires ; 
Sweet songs of our Zion shall breathe her desires ; 
Whilst thus she shall hallow the theme of our sires — 
'* Erin ma vourneen — Erin go bragh !* 
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In vain breathes the lute in its sweet undulations. 

And vain sounds the clarion, shrill, warlike, and clear. 
Be thine. Island Harp ! with thy trembling vibrations. 

To whisper thy strains to the long-deafened ear. 
The chords of her heart in sympathy blending. 
The tales of thy country, mournfully rending — 
Shall call back remembrance to days of contending. 
Glorious to ** Derry" and Erin-go-bragh. 

Oh, haste thee, dear Island Harp ! over the waters ; 

Bear with thee melodies plaintive and wild ; 
Breathe thine own Coolin — song, dear to thy daughters — 

The lone mother's sweet cradle-song to her child. 
Sing of thy green fields, thy cairns, and thy tomtts — 
Bards who were wont to enliven thy bowers. 
When this chorus arose in their rapturous hours — 

" Erin ma vourneen — Erin go bragh !" 

Bring flowers from the wild wood — the loveliest, the rarest- 
Sweet blossoms from heather-clad mountain and glen — 
For her who hath woven a chaplet, the fairest 

That ever was pictured by pencil or pen. 
Then flowers round the Harp shall be gracefully twining. 
And Poesy's numbers their magic combining. 
Our loves, our affections, and feelings refining : 
" Erin ma vourneen — Erin go bragh !" 
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MUMMY WHEAT. 

On seeing a few heads of Grain which grew near Belfast, the produce of 
Wheat found in an Egyptian Mummy supposed to be 3000 years old. 

NCHANGEABLE— undying— undecayed— 

In thee the principle of life appears ; 
Thy parent seed in thee has amply paid 
The dormant sleep of many hundred years : 
Thou still art wheat, and not some other grain. 
Though long with shrivelled Mummy thou hast lonely lain. 

Say, was the seed from which at first ye sprung 
Brought from the harvest-field of Boaz* land ? 

Did lovely Ruth, the Moabitess young. 

Glean it, amidst the sheaves, with careful hand ? 

Or did the granaries of Joseph yield 

The grain that late has waved in Erin's fertile field ? 

Or was it left by the receding Nile, 

A rich deposit on her fertile soil. 
Nurtured by Heaven, and ripened by its smile, 

A harvest boon without the sower's toil ? 
For aught we know, it might have travelled back. 
Companion with the cup in Benjamin's own sack. 

Enough to know that thou art here to feed 

The poor and hungry of our native land ; 
And if, perchance, there comes a time of need. 

That God can succour bring from Egypt's land, 
As erst He did, when Jacob sent of yore 
His sons to seek supply from Pharaoh's ample store. 
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Type of the hidden man in Christ that lies. 

Concealed in tenement of human clay. 
Like thee from prison dark it shall arise. 

And hail the sunshine of a new-bom day ; 
Nor life, nor death, nor aught can here control 
The hope that lives and reigns within the deathless soul. 

An emblem of the body, too, thou art : 

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, we give : 
The messenger that summons to depart 

Is but the harbinger to bid us live. 
To die in Christ is to triumphant rise. 
When the last thrilling trump shall echo in the skies. 

And oft the Church on earth like thee has lain 

A long-forgotten, lone, forsaken thing ; 
Her cause dishonoured, and her martyrs slain — 

Many to censure, few to succour bring ; 
But still, amidst her woes and wanderings here. 
The pillar and the cloud by day and night were near. 

These ripened ears may be the germ of grain 
That yet may bud in Egypt's father-land. 

Borne thither by returning tribes again. 

That smitten were and healed by Mercy's hand. 

Then shall the Gospel seed through Egypt spread. 

And with the finest wheat she shall be fully fed. 
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DUNLUCE. 

Written within its Ruins during an approaching Storm in the year 1822. 

ijERE Erin once in feudal hour 
Made foeman yield to Erin's power — 
Here twanged the horn or echoing shell. 

That roused the clans from brake and dell — 

With lion heart and eagle eye. 

Enthroned in northern majesty. 

Here sat M'Quillan, brave and bold. 

The faithful wolf-dog of the fold. 

M'Quillan's gone — the eagle's fled — 

M'Quillan's men sleep with the dead ; 

McQuillan's gone — the lion's might 

Fell valiantly on Aura's height,* 

Where is the harp that once was strung 

Within these walls, when music flung 

High to the winds of Heaven, a lay 

Of war and women's witchery ? 

'Tis gone, nor left one note behind ! 

Hark to that sound ! — it was the wind ; 

Methinks it breathed a pitying sigh. 

O'er Erin's fallen Minstrelsy. 

Oh, for a song of other days 

To chant one requiem to the praise 

Of many an island bard who sung 

McQuillan's fame in native tongue. 

* It was on the mountains of Aura that the last battle was fought between 
the rival clans of McQuillan and McDonnell, in which the latter obtained the 
victory. 
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Gnawed by the tooth of Time away. 
Where'er I turn I meet decay ; 
Each fretted stone and crumbling tower 
Feel the destroyer's iron power. 
And from their mouldering basis rent. 
Rest in their own dark monument — * 
The wild-flower nods upon the wall. 
The blind bat flutters in the hall. 
The beating surge, with sullen roar. 
Laves dark Dunluce and flies the shore. 
And long the rank grass waves on high 
Where once was mirth and revelry. 

Oh ! such an hour on thee to gaze, 
. Thou boast and pride of other days ; 
What though no sportive sunbeams play 
Around thy edifice of grey. 
Nor moonlight lends a silver dress 
To clothe thy naked ruggedness. 
Here there are light and shade can vie 
With moonlight beam or sunny dye ; 
Yon bending cloud, which seems to steep 
Its big tears in the briny deep. 
Brings to my view the mingled gore 
When rival chieftains stained thy shore ; 
That howling blast which swept along. 
Moans to my soul thy funeral song ; 
The tumult of the restless sea, 
Tbaf lash of maddened agony. 
Which sends its white spray o'er thy head 
As e'en it would baptize the dead ! 
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Recals the focman's fruitless power 
To scale thy fort or climb thy tower. 
When bold defiance waved on high. 
The watch-word — " Death or Victory." 
Oh, lone Dunluce ! thy requiem's sung. 
Time o'er thy roofless walls has swung 
The waste of years ! — Oh, who can tell . 
Who next on thy bold rock may dwell ! 
Perchance some lonely bard may raise 
A shelter for his blasted days 
'Neath thy old walls, and as the blast 
Whistles around thy towers, hell cast 

An eye portentous o'er the midnight gloom. 

And hear the " tales of other times," the secrets of the tomb. 
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liWAKE ! awake ! ye slumbering ones, strange sounds are 
in the sky, 

IAs if the brazen gates of Heaven were opened suddenly ! 
The reeling earth — the heaving sea — the blast's continued roar — 
All seem to speak with awful voice, that Time shall be no more! 

God's chariots are the whirlwind's strength — His horses swifter arc 
Than eagles in their rapid flight, more fierce than armies far ! 
The mountains tremble, and the deep to deep doth utter cry. 
Whilst " Echo, from her thousand caves," sends back a dread reply ! 

Dark angry clouds obscure the moon — the timid stars in fear 
Withdraw in haste their light from earth, to gild a calmer sphere ! 
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Euroclydon, with lightning haste^ now mounts his viewless car. 
And wages long, with tempest-gust, the elemental war ! 

The ocean roars unceasingly ! the lofty forest shakes ! 
Man — proud, though but an aspen leaf — in consternation quakes ! 
The wicked hear the *' midnight cry," and yield to wild despair — 
The righteous hear a Father's voice, and refuge seek in prayer. 

And as the tempest louder raves, they louder cry for aid. 
Nor plead his promises in vain ; aghast, though undismayed. 
They call on Him whose mighty voice rebuked the angry wave — 
Jehovah Jesus, ever near, onmipotent to save ! 

If storms on earth are terrible, how terrible the hour 

When ocean deep shall yield its dead, and death and hell their 

power ! 
When even the elements themselves shall melt with fervent heat. 
And sunmioned worlds shall trembling stand before the judgment- 
seat! 

Now only is the time for aid — seek now and thou shalt find 
The " Man that is an hiding-place, a shelter from the wind ;" 
A covert from the tempest-blast — a refuge, rock, and stay ; 
A rest for those that weary are — the life, the truth, the way. 

My God ! write on this wayward heart, in characters of light. 
Remembrance of thy special care on that eventful night ; 
And when thy judgments are abroad, may men in wisdom trace 
The terrors of tliy majesty — the triumphs of thy grace. 
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THE ATTEMPT ON THE QUEEN'S LIFE, 

JUNE 1842. 

jY harp was silent when the crown 

Was placed upon her head, 
1 1 left to bards of high renown 
The light of song to shed — 
And on her joyous bridal day. 
All tuneless was my minstrelsy. 

But now awakes each starting wire. 

As if some horrid thrill 
Had woke in agony my lyre. 

To name a deed of ill — 
Alas ! that e'er my song should be 
Of heartless, coward treachery ! 

Praises to Him whose mercies flow. 

Creator, Lord of all ! 
Who marks the lilies as they grow. 

The sparrows as they fall — 
Who saved from death, in evil hour, . 
Britannia's loved and lovely flower ! 

No knight in armour rode along. 

Nor squire nor staff had she — 
She trusted not in armed throng. 

Nor lance of chivalry — 
Safe in her people's love — the Bride 
All fearless sat by Albert*s side. 

Like England's rose, on him she shed 
The fragrance of her charms ; 
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Their hearts, confiding, felt no dread 

Of danger or alarms ; 
When lo ! the traitor's hand was nigh. 
Armed with a nation's destiny ! 

But there was near a hand, unseen. 
That saved the Royal Pair — 

An eye, that watched o'er Britain's Queen, 
An ear, that heard the prayer. 

Which from our homes and altars free 

Arose for Albert — and for thee ! 

What is a nation's strength ! — is't gold ? 

Ah, no ! It melts away ; 
Our dauntless warriors grow old. 

Our senators decay : 
God is a nation's strength alone, — 
And righteousness exalts the throne. 

Queen of a land of Gospel light. 

Of enterprise and zeal. 
Like Esther, may thy chief delight 

Be placed in Zion's weal — 
May Zion's praise be thy employ. 
And Zion's peace thy chiefest joy ! 

Then down our streets shall rivers flow. 
Our land shall yield increase, 

God on the nation shall bestow 
Prosperity and peace : 

And from the cottage to the throne 

Each heart shall loved Victoria own. 
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OUR FATHERS— WHERE ARE THEY? 



^1 



|UR Fathers, where are they — the faithful and wise ? 
They are gone to their mansions prepared in the skies ; 
With the ransomed in glory, for ever they sing. 
All worthy the Lamb, our Redeemer and King ! 

Our Fathers, who were they ? — men strong in the Lord, 
Who were nurtured and fed with the milk of the Word ; 
Who breathed in the freedom their Saviour had given. 
And fearlessly waved their blue banner to heaven. 

Our Fathers, how lived they ? — In fasting and prayer. 
Still grateful for blessings, and willing to share 
Their bread with the hungry — their basket and store — 
Their home with the homeless that came to their door. 

Our Fathers, where knelt they ? — Upon the green sod. 
And poured out their hearts to their covenant God ; 
And oft in the deep glen, beneath the wild sky. 
The songs of their Zion were waftecf on high. 

Our Fathers, how died they ? — They valiantly stood 
The rage of the foeman, and sealed with their blood. 
By " faithful contendings," the faith of their sires, 
'Midst tortures — in prisons — on scafiblds — in fires. 

Our Fathers, where sleep they ? — Go search the rude cairn. 
Where the bird of the hill makes its nest in the fern ; 
Where the dark purple heather, and bonny blue bell. 
Deck the mountains and moors where our Forefathers fell. 
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TRIBUTE 

TO THE MEMORY OF THE REV. R. M. M^CHEYNE. 

IE who watched his dying bed 

Heard ye not the angel choir ? 
Saw ye not the flaming steeds. 
And the chariot-wheels of fire ? 

When the horsemen bore him hence. 
Heard ye not the words that fell 

From his lips in fervent prayer ? — 
Were they not for Israel ? ' 

Yes ; for Palestine he prayed. 

And for Scodand's mourning land — 

Scotland's Zion, threatened sore — 
Days of darkness near at hand. 

Where is now Elijah's God ? 

Who will Jordan's waters part ? 
Help, O Lord, the righteous fall — 

No man layeth it to heart. 

Land of Israel ! never more 
Shall his harp be tuned to thee ; 

Never more his song be heard 
On the shores of Galilee. 

Now with Israel's Shepherd King, 
Mingling in the angel throng. 

He, with harp of purest gold. 
Sings the new eternal song. 
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Church of Scotland ! never more 

Shall his prayer arise for thee ; 
Never more his voice be heard 

Wailing thy captivity. 

Now with Willison on high. 

Recognised in mutual love — 
One in heart and home below. 

One in glory now above. 

As a faithful shepherd, he 

Watched the footsteps of the flock ; 
Fed the kids beside the tents — 

Led them to the living rock. 

Helper of his people's joy. 

Guardian of their children dear ; 
Soother of the troubled mind. 

Son of consolation near. 

Calm as breath of summer eve 

Were the accents of his tongue ; 
Gentle as distilling dews 

Fell his lessons on the young. 

Softly sweet his pensive voice 

Dropp'd upon the mourner's ear. 
As the hard and stony heart. 

Melting, owned the Spirit near. 

Christ the crucified he^ taught. 

Rich in mercy to redeem ; 
Morn, and noon, and eventide, 

Christ was his endearing theme. 
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Bathed in prayer his spirit burst 
From the bonds of earthly care ; 

Then to heaven triumphant soared. 
Wafted on the wings of prayer.. 




COME TO THE RESCUE.* 

"The famine was sore in the land." — Genesis xliii. i. 

jlEMEMBER the poor, and give heed to their cry; 
Haste, haste to the rescue — they perish, they die ! 

I The father lies wasted — the mother lies dead — 
The litde ones starving are crying for bread ! 
Oh, come to the rescue, with heart and with hand. 
For the famine is heavy and sore in the land ! 

Oh, ye who earth's treasures so richly possess. 
Remember the poor in their time of distress ; 
Keep not till to-morrow the needful supply — 
To-day, if neglected, to-morrow they die ! 
Oh, come to the rescue, with heart and with hand. 
For the famine is heavy and sore in the land ! 

The dead in the ditches are coffinless thrown ; 
The living are dying, unshrouded, unknown ; 
The babe is deprived of the breast of its mother. 
To yield a supply to a sister or brother I 
Oh, come to the rescue, with heart and with hand. 
For the famine is heavy and sore in the land ! 

•Written during the famine of 1847. 
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Tis heartless to speak of improvident times. 

The bygones of recklessness, folly, and crimes — 

Past seasons of idleness — thus to evade 

The cry of a famishing people for aid : 

Then come to the rescue, with heart and with hand. 

For the famine is heavy and sore in the land ! 

The man who possesseth a plentiful store^ 
Whose basket is full, and whose cup runneth o'er. 
Yet says to his destitute brother. Depart — 
How dwelleth God's love in his pitiless heart ! 
He comes not to rescue, with heart and with hand. 
When the famine is heavy and sore in the land ? 

When the judgment of Heaven in the earth is abroad. 
Let the nations be humble and hearken to God ; 
He smites, that the smitten may see him revealed — 
He wounds, that the wounded may look and be healed — 
He calls to the rescue — Oh, who dare withstand. 
When the famine is heavy and sore in the land 1 



BAZAAR 

FOR THE FAMISHING POOR IN CONN AUGHT. 

HERE is wailing on the mountains- 
Want in cottage, glen, and hill — 
Broken pitchers by the fountains — 
Present evil — threatened ill ! 

Bread there's none to buy or borrow ; 
Fathers, mothers, children cry I 
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Woman weeps the tears of sorrow — 
Man the tears of agony ! 

Ye whom God hath blest with fulness 
Hasten to the rescue soon; 

Linger not with selfish coolness — 
Help in time is double boon ! 

Many a needle has been plying 
For our cause in many a home ; 

Come and buy, and save the dying; 
Judgment — mercy bids you come. 



CALL TO PRAYER. 




Suggested by a Proclamation from the Queen for a General Fast, on the 
24th March, 1847. 

jERALDS, as in days of Esther^ 

Make the Royal Message known. 
Day of solemn prayer appointed — 
God acknowledged from the throne. 

Fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers. 

Every family apart. 
Bow before the throne of mercy. 

Bend the knee and lift the heart. 

Queen of England's proud dominions. 

Princes, nobles of the land. 
Pastors, people, ruled and rulers. 

Bend the knee and lift the hand. 
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When Jehovah hath withholden 

Ffrom the poor their daily bread — 
When the famishing are dying — 

Bend the knee> and bow the head. 

Rich and poor obey the summons — 

Loud the message comes to all — 
When the Lord in vvrath hath smitten. 

Prostrate at His footstool fall. 

In the hour of tribulation. 

To the house of God repair ; 
Lay your gifts upon the altar. 

Faith, and penitence, and prayer. 




HARVEST HYMN. 

CALL TO PRAISE AND PRAYER. 

)ME to the harvest-field with praise : 
Who can the voice of praise restrain 
I When God amidst the golden sheaves. 
The pledge of mercy gives again ? 
Come, join the reapers — come away ; 
Come to the harvest-field and pray. 

Come to the harvest-field with praise 
Ye rich, who shared a plenteous store ; 

Whose basket in the dearth was filled ; 
Whose cup was full and running o'er : 

With grateful hearts; oh, come away ! 

Come to the harvest-field and pray. 
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Come to the harvest-field with praise 
Ye poor, whose children cried for bread. 

When food and fuel there was none. 
Nor shroud nor coffin for the dead ! 

Ye smitten ones, oh, come away. 

Come to the harvest-field and pray. 

Come to the harvest-field with praise 

All ye that felt Jehovah's ire 
When famine and when fever raged — 

Fierce as a swift consuming fire — 
But now His wrath is turned away ; 
Come to the harvest-field and pray. 

Come to the harvest-field with praise. 

Sheaves throng the mountain and the plain. 

God gave the sunshine and the shower. 
And ripens now the rustling grain. 

He calls for corn,* the fields obey ; 

Come to the harvest-field and pray. 

Come to the harvest-field with praise. 

Goodness and mercy crown the land ; 
The valleys drop with fatness down. 

The hills rejoice on every hand. 
They shout — they sing — oh, come away. 
Come to the harvest-field and pray. 

CVLTRA, li'^d AugUit^ 1847* 

♦Ezckiel xxxvi. 25. 




LULLABT. 199 

LULLABY. 

IJULLABY, lullaby. 

Hush! all is still; 
! Night is reposing 
On valley and hill. 
Calm as the summer sea 
Deep in serenity — 
Still as the summer eve sinking to rest. 
Falls baby asleep on a fond mother's breast. 

Lullaby, lullaby. 

Mother's delight. 
Her cushlamacbrse 

From morning till night. 
Daylight is gone to rest, 
Cling to thy mother's breast — 
Nestle in safety — close, close to her creep ; 
Who like the mother her baby can keep? 

Lullaby, lullaby. 
There is no other 
. Feels for the little one 
Like to the mother : 
Wakeful the mother's eye 
Looks on it tenderly ; 
Sweetly the mother's voice flows in soft numbers. 
Soothing her babe till it peacefully sjumbers ! 

Lullaby, lullaby, 

Hush-a-by dear — 
Danger is far away, , 

Mother is near. 
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Hush-a-by^ hosh-a-by^ 

Safe in my bosom lie. 
Like to the little bird going to rest. 
With the wings of affection spread over the nest. 

Lullaby, lullaby. 
Baby's asleep ; 
Fold down her coverlet ; 

Hush ! silence keep ; 
Settle her little hands. 
Loosen her ribbon-bands. 
Lay her down gently upon the soft pillow. 
Slow rock her cradle-bed made of the willow. 

Lullaby, lullaby. 

Father is near ; 
Hark ! he is coming. 

His footsteps I hear ; 
Now all his cares are fled — 
Over the cradle-bed 
Fondly he bends, and the toils of the day. 
When gazing on baby, are vanished away. 



THE STILL SMALL VOICE. 

I Kings xix. ^ii, 12. 

IE Cometh, He cometh ! the Lord passeth by ; 
The mountains are rending, the tempest is nigh ; 
I The wind is tumultuous, the rocks are o'ercast ; 
But the Lord of the Prophet is not in the blast. 
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He cometh. He cometh ! the Lord, He is near ; 
The earth it is reeling, all Nature's in fear ; 
The earthquake's approaching, with terrible form ; 
But the Lord of Sabaoth is not in the storm. 

He cometh. He cometh ! the Lord is in ire ; 
The smoke is ascending, the mount is on fire : 
Oh, say is Jehovah revealing his name ! 
He is near, but Jehovah is not in the flame. 

He cometh. He cometh ! the tempest is o'er ; 

He is come, neitlier tempest nor storm shall be more ; 

All Nature reposes — earth, ocean, and sky. 

Are as still as the voice that descends from on Mgh. 

How sweet to the soul are the breathings of peace. 
When the still voice of pardon bids sorrow to cease — 
When the welcome of mercy falls soft on the ear, 
" Come hither, ye laden — ye weary, draw near !" 

There is rest for the soul that on Jesus relies. 

There's a home for the homeless, prepared in the skies. 

There's a joy in believing, a hope and a stay. 

That the world cannot ^ve, nor the world take away. 

Oh, had I the wings of a dove, I would fly. 
And mount on the pinions of &ith to the sky. 
Where the still and small breathing to earth that was given. 
Shall be changed to the anthem and chorus of heaven ! 
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TO JAMES MONTGOMERY, ESQ., 

ON HIS VISITING BELFAST IN 1 842. 

LOVED thee in my boyhood's hour. 

When first thy sacred lays 
Attuned my imitative lyre 
To strains of feeble praise ; 
And fondly did I long to see 
The Christian Bard, Montgomery ! 

Year after year rolled swiftly on. 
And as my hopes grew dim. 

How often has thy minstrelsy 
By psalm, or sacred hymn. 

Awoke to new-born life the thought 

That long within my bosom wrought. 

But now, I see thee face to face. 
And now thy voice I hear — 

Soft as the soothing strains of love. 
Upon the raptured ear; 

The minstrel who; with skilful hand. 

Holds Zion's harp in sweet command. 

And Zion's God hath blessed thy song 
To many a child of care — 

Who hath not joined, in sweet accord, 
Montgomery and prayer ? 

" Prayer is the soul's sincere desire," 

The household hymn of child and sire. 
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When Genius, with a mighty hand. 

Did prostitute the lyre. 
And injured Virtue wept to hear 

Song^ of impure desire — 
With David's harp, aild holy thought. 
Thy Muse a reformation wrought. 

We leave thy loftier flights of mind 

To those who will pourtray. 
In rdcords of undying fame. 

Thy name and iustory. 
Ours be the theme of "Greenland's" shore. 
The convert race of " Labrador." 

Then welcome to our hearts and l)oard. 

Thou messenger of peace ; 
We love thee for thy Master's sake. 

Our love shall never cease — 
Though ocean wave may soon us sever. 
Our Irish hearts will love thee ever ! 



THE OLD PEAR-TREE. 

"The •Vcnciable Old Pear-Tree,* so often apostrophized by the poets 
laureate of the ' Maiden City,* and said to be of no mean age at the siege of 
1688, was blown down on Thursday night.** — Derry Standardy Nov. 6, 1844. 

|AD I been near when thou didst fall. Old Tree ! 

I would have mourned, and thought of bygone days, 
I When in my boyhood thou wert dear to me. 
As from the rampart wall I oft did gaze 
With longing eye upon thy fruit, that hung 
In clusters ripe, and tempting to the young ! 
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I well remember, when the blood ran high 
Within my youthful veins, and all was gay — 

When school companions, well-beloved, were nigh. 
Full of the young heart's playful rivalry. 

Thou wcrt to us. Old Tree, the starting place 

Of many a warm and well-contested race. 

Friends of 'my youth, who oft with me have gazed 
Upon the blossoms of the Old Pear-Tree, 

All, all are gone ! Alas ! the light that blazed 
Shines only now in saddened memory ; 

Thoughts of the heart, how pensively ye trace 

The smile that shone on one Himiliar face ! 

There is a time that sorrow cannot weep. 
When the deep fountain of the heart is dry ; 

A time of restless and of broken sleep. 
When memory visions forth unto the eye 

A dear departed friend, who could impart 

Throb, tone, and feeling, to a kindred heart. 

He's gone, and thou art gone, old fav'rite Tree ! 

And well he loved to talk of Eighty-eight — 
The time when Derry's sons, the bold and free. 

Repelled the tyranny of James's hate. 
Nor foe nor famine could their hearts subdue. 
To freedom and their country ever true. 

Great deeds and glorious memories of the, past 
Hang round thy name, old venerated Tree ! 

It tells of " Prentice Boys," whose fame surpassed 
The boasted deeds of ancient chivalry. 
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When patriot Walker raised the victor's cry. 
And " No Surrender T echoed to the sky. 

Alas ! we live in days of tarnished fame. 

When good is evil called, and evil good. 
When " Prentice Boys," or ** Protestant" 's a name 

Too oft reviled — too little understood. 
Not so the times when William's flag waved high. 
Inscribed with "Deny," "Boyne," and "Liberty !" 




TO THE MEMORY OF CHARLOTTE ELIZABETH. 

BRING flowers — lovely flowers — 

The freshest — tlie fairest— 
I On mountain and moorland 
Go search for the rarest — 
From mossy-bank and lea 
Gather them plenteously — 
Strew them profusely, their fragrance to shed 
Where Charlotte Elizabeth sleeps with the dead. 

She loved them while living : 

How joyful the hours 
She spent when entwining 

Her " Chapters on Flowers !" 
She loved them when dying,* 

* Charlotte Elizabeth wras enthusiastic in her admiration of flowers, a passion 
which she retained to the last, as appears from a letter to a friend in Belfast, 
written by a lady who visited her a few days before her death. The following 
are the words of the writer : — ** Mrs. M. went in on Wednesday last to see 
her — she found her very low, but the kindness of her visit, and the beautiful 
bouquet she brought with her, cheered her. You know she had ever a keen 
eye tor the beautiful, more especijiUy as exhibited in the works of her Father." 
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Though dimly descrying 
The tints of their beauty, the scent of their breath. 
Reminded of Sharon and hallowed her death. 

Now shall " the happy mute* 

Gladly rejoice. 
To hear her with seraphim 

Lifting her voice. 
There shall her opened ear. 
With ransomed sinners hear. 
Myriads of angels uniting to raise 
To the Lamb that was slain loud anthems of praise. 

Charlotte Elizabeth ! 

To Erin endeared — 
Gifted of womankind. 
Loved and revered ! 
Long as the harp shall sound. 
Long shall thy name be found 
Deeply engraven on History's chart — 
The cushlamacbree of the warm Irish lieart. 

Dear did our island harp 

Joy to thee prove 
Sent thee in friendship,* 

Accepted in love. 
Now no sweet voice to sing — 
No hand to touch the string — 
Mute hangs the harp that thy genius awoke ; 
The spell of the lovely enchantress is broke. 

* Alluding to an Irish harp presented some years ago to Charlotte Elizabeth. 
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The hills and the valleys 

Of Erin's green isle 
Oft cheered thy dark hours 

With sunshine and smile — 
There first thy bosom wrought 
With high and holy thought. 
There on thy smitten heart shone from above 
The light, and the life, and the spirit of love. 

Long time a stricken deer. 

Following the flock — 
A wounded dove, hidden 
In clefts of the rock — 
In all thy sorrows here. 
Faith, Hope, and Love were near : 
To Tabor, when smitten, thou lovedst to repair 
And found it was good, for thy Saviour was there. 

City of Eighty-eight !— 
Keep of the brave ! — 
Wave thy proud relic-flag 

Over her grave ; * 

Toll thy Cathedral-bell, 
With sad and solemn knell ; 
Mourn, " Derry," mourn for the woman who told 
The deeds of thy Protestant fathers of oW. 
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FORBIDDEN FLOWERS. 

On the withdrawal of permission to a Lady to walk in a Garden, because 
she plucked a flower. 

F flowers are woman's heritage. 

By God and Nature given. 
Cold is the heart that would withhold 
The gift of earth and heaven. 

The blushing of the summer rose — 

The lily's snov^ry crest — 
Are emblems of the purity 

That dwells in woman's breast. 

As well accuse the roving bee 

Which, in the sunny hour. 
Extracts the sweets, as her accuse 

Who only plucked a flower. 

He never knew — he never felt — 

The power of woman's love. 
Who could forbid her bounding feet 

Among the flowers to rove. 

The bolt and bar of garden gate 

Her footsteps may restrain ; 
But He who made the garden flowers 

Made Nature's wide domain. 

Free grows the primrose in the dale — 

The daisy on the lea — 
The honeysuckle in the hedge — 

The berry on the tree : 
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And woman's heart, and woman's love. 

Are free as mountain air ; 
To her the wild flowers of the hill 

Are ever free and fair. 

Hers is the scenery of heaven — 

The sunny showers that fall 
To cheer the drooping heart of man. 

When sorrow would enthral. 

Hers is the scenery of home : 

The living flowers that stand 
Around an honoured mother's knee 

Are bulwarks of our land. 

And if, at times, she condescends 

To walk in narrow sphere. 
Where florist skill, with puny art. 

The frail exotics rear. 

Say, was it kind in haughty man. 

To exercise his power. 
And turn fair woman from his gate 

Because she plucked a flower ? 
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TWO HUNDRED YEARS AGO.* 

IWO hundred years ago, there came from Scotland's 
storied land, 

I To Carrick's old and fortress town a Presbyterian band ; 
They planted on the Castle wall the Banner of the Blue, 
And worshipped God in simple form, as Presbyterians do. 
Oh ! hallowed be their memory, who in our land did sow 
The goodly seed of Gospel Truth, two hundred years ago ! 

Two hundred years ago was heard, upon the tenth of June, 
On Carrick's shore, the voice of prayer, and psalm with solemn 

tune — 
'' Do good in thy good pleasure. Lord, unto thy Zion here ; 
The walls of our Jerusalem establish thou and rear." 
Thus prayer and praise were made to God, nor dread of Popish 

foe 
Dismayed our fathers in their work, two hundred years ago. 

Two hundred years ago, our Church a little one appeared — 
Five Ministers and Elders fourt the feeble vessel steered ; 



* Upon the loth Tune, 1842, the bicentenary of the establishment of 
Presbytenanism in Ireland was celebrated throughout Ulster. These ▼enes 
were written on returning from Carrickfergus, where a sermon was preaohed 
by the Rev. Dr. Cooke on the occasion. 

-f **Tht first regularly constituted Presbytery held in Ireland, took place at 
Carrickfergus, on Friday the loth of June, 1642. It was attended hy five 
minhtersy viz., the Rev. Messrs. Cunningham, Baird, Peebles, Scott^ and Aird, 
Mr. Simpson being at Newry with his regiment, and Mr. Livingston at Antrim; 
and hyfour ruling elden from the four sessions already erected. The Rev. Mr. 
Baird, by previous appointment, preached on the latter part of the 51st Psalm : 
<< Do good in thy good pleasure unto Zion ; build thou up the walls of Jerusa- 
lem," Scc.^Reid's History of the Presbyterian Church in Ireland^ vol. i., p. 371. 
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But now^ five hundred Pastors^ and four thousand Elders, stand 
A host of ^thful witnesses within our native land : 
Their armour is the Spirit's sword, and onward as they go. 
They wave the flag their fathers waved* two hundred years ago. 

Two hundred years ago, the seed was cast into the ground — 

An acorn then — a forest now — its sturdy oaks abound ; 

Like trees of Eastern clime, each branch to earth bows down its 

head. 
And, rooted thus, the new-born shoots their forest foliage spread; 
Now shaking fruits of Lebanon, upon our mountains grow. 
From corn an handful, scattered there, two hundred years ago. 

Two hundred years ago, the dew of God's refreshing power 
On Oldstone and on Antrim fell, like Israel's manna shower ; 
The waters of the Six-mile stream flowed rapidly along. 
But swifter far the Spirit passed o'er the awakened throng : 
Where'er the fruitful river went, God's presence seemed to go. 
And thus the Spirit blessed our sires, two hundred years ago. 

Two hundred years ago, afar no Gospel sound was known ; 
The heathen man, unheeded then, bowed down to wood and 

stone ; 
But better days have dawned on us — our Missionary band 
Are publishing salvation now on India's golden strand ; 
And to the sons of Abraham our sons appointed go — 
To Jacob's race: — rejected — scorned, two hundred years ago. 

Two hundred years ago was seen the proud and mitred brow 
Frowning on Scotland's envied Kirk, as it is frowning now ; 
But enemies in Church and State may threaten stern decree ; 
Her ministers are men of prayer — her people still are free; 
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Nor threat, nor interdict, nor wile of Legislative show. 

Shall change the men whose fathers bled, two hundred years ago. 

Two hundred years ago, o'er graves the blue-bell drooped its head. 
The purple heather sadly waved above the honoured dead ; 
The mist lay heavy on the hill — the lav'rock ceased to soar. 
And Scotland mourned her martyred sons on mountain and on 

moor; 
And still hers is a mourning Church ; but He who made her so 
Is near to aid her as He was two hundred years ago. 

Two hundred years ago, the hand of massacre was nigh ; 
And far and wide o'er Erin's land was heard the midnight cry ; 
Now Presbyterian Ulster rests, in happiness and peace. 
While crimes in distant provinces from year to year increase ; 
O Lord ! their bondage quickly turn, as streams in south that flow. 
For Popery is the same it was two hundred years ago. 



THE FREE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND. 

Written on the occasion of the Disruption, i8th May, 1843. 

ilOLDIERS of Christ! well done! 

Bear forth the ark of God ; 
I Your march lies through the wilderness. 
The path your fathers trod : 
God's pillar will direct your way — 
A fire by night — a cloud by day. 

The proud Egyptian host. 
The mighty of the land. 
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Have tampered with a nation's faith. 

And ruled with iron hand ; 
But God now smites the waves for you ! 
And woe to them who dare pursue ! 

When, on your altars pure. 

Unhallowed incense burned, 
Uzziah's impious offering 

Indignantly you spurned* — 
Withstood the bold intruder's power. 
Who trespassed in an evil hour. 

No Ahaz now shall tell 

Urijah to arise. 
And on God's holy altar lay 

The king's burnt-sacrifice ;t 
From you no hireling priest shall go. 
To soothe the proud Assyrian foe. 

Your priests are valiant men. 

Your people now are free. 
Beyond the interdict of man. 

And legalized decree — 
Transplanted to a genial clime. 
You breathe the air of olden time. 

Go forth as went your sires. 

In covenanting days ; 
The bonny blue-bell welcomes you ; 

The heather hills and braes 
Are fragrant with the flowers that bloom 
O'er many a martyr's hallowed tomb. 

*2 Chron. xxvi. 1%. f 2 KlngS/kvi. 15. 
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Go forth like Lot of old 
Nor cast a look behind — 

Yours is the freedom of the soul. 
The triumph of the mind — 

The heav'n-born principle of right 

Unbought by gold — unawed by might. 

Soldiers of Christ! well done! 

The struggle now is o'er ; 
Wave, wave youi- banner blue on high. 

As did your sires of yore : 
On every hill of Scotland plant 
The standard of the Cov^ia^t. 

What though the martyrs' blood 
Has stained its heavenly hue^— 

Oh ! ne'er forget that it was given 
A sacred pledge to you ; 

And may it still to Scotland be 

The flag of Scotland's liberty ! 



BANNOCOURN. 

Written on the Field in the Summer of 1826. 

flND was it here that the battle fray. 
Raged for a long long summer day ? 
I And was it here in a glorious hour. 
That Edward's threats, and Edward's power 
Were brought to nought by a patriot band 
Worthy of Scotland's king and land ? — 
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And do I gaze on the warrior's bed — 

Tke resting-place of the mighty dead ? 

And do I see the deep moraas, » 

Where the green turf and the nodding grass 

Covered the pitfiiUs from the eye 

Of Edward''^ boasted chivalry ? 

Methinks I aee ih^ vassal throng. 

With their mimic flajga. and warlike song, 

Rushing from Gillie's craggy height. 

Filling with panic and affright 

The marshalled train of England's force — 

Archers and spearmen — foot and horse. 

Methinks, upon this very hill. 

The flag of the Bruce is waving still ; 

I stand on the brae where the hero stood. 

In the might of his own heart's fortitude — 

On the very spot where his banner waved. 

And I ask why his name is not engraved 

On this sunken stone, where his monarch hand 

Planted the rights of Scodand's land ? 

Oh, ye who are now enjoying power 

In the sunshine of Freedom's happy hour. 

Oh, think of him, whose eagle eye 

Watched over your country's liberty ! 

And carve but his name on this rude grey stone. 

His patriot deeds and battles won 

Need not the aid of the sculptor's art 

For they live in the memory of the heart ! 
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WILD FI.OWERS OF THE CAVE-HILL. 

)W do I wind my trackless way 
I By jnountain top, lone, stern, and grey, 
I Where grows the tufted purple heath. 

With many a wild flower underneath ; 

Here primrose pale, and pansy blue. 

Harebell and daisy meet the view ; 

Here loves the scented thyme to bloom. 

Loading the breeze with its perfume. 

On woolly stalk, in this bare place. 

The yellow cudweed shows its face ; 

Now eye-brighty like yon pale blue sky. 

Sheds forth its optic quality ; 

And scented woodroof m^tis the sight. 

Like star of eve so fair and bright ; 

Tluellin creeps from wind and storm. 

And hides its slender, hairy form. 

Wild campiorCi rough white stems appear. 
And brave the blast, from year to year : 
Methinks the downy leaves would bribe 
To sluggard ease the insect tribe. 

The red broom-rape uprears its head. 
Memorial of the Florist dead * 
Whose Darwin taste — Linnaeus eye — 
Its orphan form- did here descry. 



♦ The broom-rape (oreban cheruhra) a species first discovered at the Cavc-hill 
by the late J. Templeton, Esq. 
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Here mountain sarricle you trace. 
With dark green leaves and snowy face ; 
Now clubmoss branches forth to view — 
Pity to see that drop of dew 
Rest on a wolf-claw'd leaf like thine ! 
Roll off, thou liquid gem and shine 
On this green leaf of scented grass. 
Where thou wilt be a looking-glass. 
To mirror forth, in varied dye. 
The tints of yon fair butterfly ! 

Hail, yellow crowfoot I better known 
As buttercup. Oh, days now flown ! 
When I in childhood thought thy flower 
The loveliest far in Flora's bower — 
What time my young heart, full of glee. 
Roamed far and wide in search of thee ; 
Oft have I scar'd the bee away. 
As on thy yellow breast he lay. 
And from thy shining leaves have chased 
The butterfly, with boyish haste. 
I well remember when I wove 
Thy bright flowers in the chain of love. 
And strung them on the slender thread. 
With daisies white and berries red. 
Then claimed the kiss, as round I flung. 
On bosom fair, the wreath I strung. 

How sweet to meet this tuneful rill. 
Winding its way from hill to hill ! 
Here harts-tongue with its seed below. 
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In such a soil (kfights to grow ; 

And %v(t,et forget-me-not I trace. 

Deep rooted in this cooling place. 

Of all the flowers that deck the wild. 

Love calls thee her own lovely child ; 

And sure thy little golden eye 

Is full of Love's own witchery— 

And sure thy little leaves of blue 

Have so much of a heavenly hue. 

That one would think some bird of heaven. 

From its high course by tempest driven. 

Had borne thy tender seed to earth. 

And, on the morning of thy birth. 

Soared, singing, to the realms above, 

" Forget me not — sweet flower of Love !* 

Hail, wood anemone ! thy flowers 
Love not the shade of cultured bowers ; 
Bold wind-flower of the purple dye. 
Thou lov'st to grow on summit high. 
And shed thy sweets where wild winds rage. 
Safe in thy rock-bound hermitage. 
Milkwort^ ^y slender, pliant stalk 
Next meets me in my mountain walk ; 
Thy small and narrow leaves abound 
On this high, unfrequented ground : 
Now turn I from thy shade of blue 
The white- flowered saxifrage to view ; 
Its mossy stalk and hairy form 
Seem fitted \yeH to meet the storm. 
Here hawkweedy with its jagged leaves. 
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My searching, anxious eye relieves ; 
Its double yellow flowers possess 
A double charm of loveliness. 
In every step new forms I see : — 
Here grows the black fruit, bilberry ; 
Its long, crenated leaves appear 
The offspring of a northern sphere. 

And now 5/. Joh^s-wort top is seen. 

Clad in its robe of yellow green ; 

Thou fabled flower, to maidens known 

Upon the eve of good St. John, 

When spell and charm usurp the power 

Of Him who made thee, modest flower ! 

Why dost thou show thy ruby face. 

Thou strawberry^ in this wild place ? 

My lips thy fragrant juice shall press. 

Thou wine-cup of the wilderness ! 

But, hark ! the airy ring of bee ! 

He comes, perchance, to sip fiom thee ; 

Like man, he anxious toils for fare. 

Then seeks the cup, to drown his care. 

Drink on, thou litde thirsty thing, 

The waterd of this crystal spring 

Are mine.— I leave thee to retain » 

The vintage of thy own domain. 
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ELIZABETH FRY. 

IHE felon bewailing — 

The Magdalene's sigh — 
I The tears of the widow — 
The fatherless' cry — 
These are her epitaph. 

Written above — 
Lasting memorials — 
Records of love. 

Spirit of Howard! 

Look down from on high 
On the grave of thy sister, 

Elizabeth Fry. 
Wrapped in thy mantle. 

She entered the cell, 
A priestess of heaven. 

On the threshold of hell ; — 

An angel of mercy 

Wherever she went. 
Calling, like Peter, 

On men to repent. 
Wearisome nights — , 

Wearisome days — 
Mindful of duty. 

Unmindful of praise. 

In the gloom of the dungeon — 
Upon the cold ground. 

By the sick and the dying — 
There she was found ; 
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Oh, many a sight 

She looked upon there. 
Of sickness and death^ 

Of sorrow and care. 

Like Aaron, she stood 

Tween the living and dead, 
A stranger to doubting — 

A stranger to dread. 
The handmaid of Heaven, 

By Charity sent. 
Scattering blessings 

Wherever she went. 

The feelings of woman — 

The courage of man — 
Gave love and decision 

To every plan ; 
Nations of Europe 

Are shrouded in gloom — 
All creeds and all classes 

Weep over her tomb. 



PALESTINE. 

Written after hearing the Lectures of the Rev. William Graham on the 
Holy Land. 

AND of fair Palestine, where Jesus trod. 
Thy ruins and thy relics tell of God ; 
Thine everlasting hills with awe proclaim 
The holy records of Jehovah's name ; 
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Thy fallen cities, crumbled into dust. 
Pronounce the judgments of Jehovah just. 
Where's now thy God? the taunting heathen cries - 
Thy father's God — their altars — sacrifice : — 
The Urim and the Thummim, where are they ? 
Amidst thy badges of apostacy. 
Jerusalem, where once thy temple stood 
. Stands Omar's mosque, thy glory to denude ; 
Bereft of power, of sceptre, and of throne. 
Thou sit'st a widow, childless, and alone. 
Where now the gifts that erst to thee were brought - 
The rich embroideries by Princess wrought — 
The wealth within thy treasuries once seen — 
The gold of Ophir, heaped by Sheba's Queen ? 
All gone ! Thy riches flown, thy glory spent. 
When the earth trembled and the rocks were rent! 
Israel, thy gold is dim — thy silver, dross — 
Since the proud Crescent triumphed o'er the Cross. 
Thy impious prayer was heard when rose the cry, 
" His blood be on us" — on our progeny ! 
Justice and judgment to the prayer replied. 
And Idi-ael fell when rose the Crucified. 

Long has the night hung dark o'er Judah's hills 
With clouds of sorrow, ominous of ills ; 
The Jew, by unbelief impelled to roam. 
Without a prophet, heritage, or home ; 
Sinai in anger thundering in his ear — 
Moses and Aaron gone — nor Shiloh near — 
No cloud by day, to hide him from the foe — 
No fire by night, his trackless path to show. 
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God hath His people long with judgments fcd^ 

But when the dark and cloudy day is fled^ 

His scattered flock Hell gather to the fold. 

And gently lead them as in days of old. 

Hell bring them from the North, South, East, and West, 

And in their fatherland prepare a rest ; 

On Israel's mountains safe His sheep w'ill guide. 

And from the quiet waters drink provide. 

Then shall the dead awake, the lost be found. 

While songs of jubilee are heard around. 

An everlasting covenant Hell make. 

And save them for His truth and mercy sake ; 

No longer on the willows shall be hung 

Their plaintive harps, all tuneless and unstrung ; 

Carmel, with loud acclaim, shall then rejoice. 

And Kedar's wilderness uplift the voice ; 

The little hills shall sing on every side. 

And streams of waters through the deserts glide ; 

The light that once from heaven approving shone 

Shall gild again the goodly Lebanon ; 

Her lofty cedars grateful shall prolong 

The mighty chorus of the raptured throng ; * 

All nature and all nations then shall sing — 

Messiah, Prophet, Priest, Eternal King ! 




zz^ THE GATHERED FLOWER. 



THE GATHERED FLOWER. 

IT was a lovely morn in June, 

And balmy was the air. 
The robin-red-breasts plaintive tunc. 
The voice of solemn prayer 
Attuned my heart to pensive mood. 
As by the open grave I stood. 

Within that little coffin lay 

A gentle flower, that grew 
Sweet as the opening buds of May, 

When bathed with morning dew ; 
But, oh ! there came a blight, that gave 

The flowret to the lonely grave ! 

She bowed submissive to the call 

That summoned her away. 
For Jesus was her all in all. 

Her theme by night and day : 
From childhood's dawn she loved the truth. 
And gave to Christ her morn of youth. 

And, like the morning's early dew. 

She sparkled for a time — 
Was then exhaled — and upward flew 

To shine in holier clime 
With Him who loved, when dwelling here. 
To bid the little ones draw near. 
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THE SONG OF THE SUN. 

chariot waits at the eastern gates. 
With its wheels of burnished gold — 
And the heralds of day in purple array. 
The reins of my horses hold. 

Though the morning cloud for a time^may shroud 

My form from the dewy earth. 
My heat soon distils the mist of the hills. 

And I shine in glory forth. 

I visit the bowers when the opening flowers 

Their early oblation pay. 
And their incense sweet in the morning greet. 

Ascending with fragrancy. 

Far down in the vale, where the primrose pale 

Her beauties to me unfold. 
In her dewy eye I sparkling lie. 

Like a drop of living gold. 

In my fields of light the eagle's flight 

On rushing pinion I see. 
When his dark bright eye in its brilliancy 

Presumes to look on me. 

In the balmy hour, when the gentle shower 

Reflects my shining face, 
I softly diffuse, in the rainbow's hues. 

The covenant sign of grace. 
Q 
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In the ocean's wave my image I lave. 

As the proud ship sails away. 
And I hear the song of the mariner throng. 

The song of the sunny day. 

From my burning eye in an eastern sky, 

I scatter my fervid rays ; 
In the languid sea you may look on me. 

But not on my noon-tide blaze. 

I view from my. car earth and ocean afar. 

Bright worlds revolving away ; 
Unmoved I remain while the circling train 

To me their homage pay. 

As centre and soul I hold my control 

Over orbs to man unknown. 
And on earth my beams shed their living gleams. 

Alike on cottage and throne. 

At Joshua's command, I was made to stand 

In Gibeon's batde affiray. 
As the Amorites fell before Israel 

I lengthened out the day. 

As backward I went in the firmament, 
^ When reclining in my throne. 
My shadowy line gave the promised sign 
On King Ahaz' dial stone. 

When the angel bright increased my light. 

As my dazzling courts he trod, 
I heard him cry to the fowls that fly, 

" Come, haste to the feast of God !" 
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My chariot now waits at the western gates. 

And my robes of day I fold ; 
Down slowly I lie all gorgeously 

On my pillow of crimson and gold. 



THE SONG OF THE MOON. 

When the sun's at rest, far away in the West, 

I mount on my silver car. 
And slowly I rise, from the twilight skies. 

And ride o'er the earth afar. 

In the midnight hour I clamber the tower. 

Where the lowly captive lies. 
And I gladden his sight with my pale moonlight- 

The light of his native skies. 

Far down in the deep my vigils I keep. 

Where the reefs of coral lie : 
And mirrored I shine in the caves of brine, 

'Midst the sea-weed drapery. 

In the harvest night I send forth my light — 

To the reapers a welcome boon — 
As the joyous train, 'midst the golden grain. 

Sing the song of the " Harvest Moon." 

Away, hi avrsLy, where true lovers stray — 

By wood, and by shady bowers — 
I guide their lone walk, as in rapture they talk 

Of the bliss of coming hours. 
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I peep, when I please, through the opening trees. 

Where the sportive children play; 
And list to the song of the mirthful throng. 

As they chant their roundelay. 

When weary and wan, the wayfaring man 

In darkness is prone to stray. 
My friendly light, like an angel bright. 

To his homestead points the way. 

On the dark green sward of the lone church-yard, 

I beam with religious light. 
As all mournfully, by the cypress tree, 

I linger the livelong night. 

As at times I gaze on the comet's blaze 
When the trembling stars grow dim. 

Affrighted I shroud my form in a cloud. 
And sing my midnight hymn. 

The envious earth, forgetting my worth. 
With eclipses o'ershadows my face ; 

But brighter I rise in my home in the skies. 
From the dark intruder's embrace. 

Full orbed as I glide o'er the rising tide. 

And the waters upward press. 
The high-flowing sea acknowledges me. 

In my strong attractiveness. 

'Midst the thunder's crash, and the lightning's flash. 

When deep unto deep replies, 
I hold forth on high my lamp in the sky. 

And the mariner's hopes arise. 



SONGS OF THE SPHERES. 229 

I tremble within the cataract's din. 

And over the precipice peep. 
And light with my crest the eagle's dark nest. 

Far up on the clefted steep. 

I sleep all the day, when the world is gay — 

All night, when the world's asleep. 
On my silver car I travel afer. 

O'er valley and mountain steep. 
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When the sun's at rest in the crimson West, 
The moon, in her curtained bed. 

We gladden the skies with our sparkling eyes. 
And on earth we glory shed. 

We sing, as we shine, of the hand Divine 

That hung our lamps on high. 
And, rolling along, we echo the song — 

The song of the star-lit sky. * 

When Nature's asleep our vigils we keep. 

While many a waking flower 
In its dewy bed is comforted 

By our light in midnight hour. 

When the ship is tossed, and the compass lost. 

And the pilot quakes with fear. 
Our chart we unroll, as a diamond scroll. 

The mariner's heart to cheer. 
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In the high defiles of the ether wiJds^ 

Our mystic dance we hold^ 
And shooting we fly through the vaulted sky. 

On wings of silver and gold. 

In the lofty dome of our heavenly home. 

Bright Hesperus leads our train. 
We follow his course with our myriad force. 

And circle his wide domain. 

Though countless we rise to the wondering eyes. 

Still millions remoter lie. 
That ne'er shall be known till the Lamb on the throne 

Reveals eternity. 

In Abraham's day, we unnumbered lay, 

A type to the patriarch's eye. 
That his seed should be, by Heaven's decree 

A mighty progeny. 

We veiled from the sight our beautiful light 

In Egypt's fated hour. 
Nor sang nor shone when Babylon 

Usurped her tyrant power. 

Nor sun, nor moon, nor light of noon. 

Proclaimed a Saviour's birth. 
To a star was given, as herald of heaven. 

To gladden a sinful earth. 

On Bethlehem's plain, the shepherd train 

Led by its glorious ray. 
Their course pursued over hills bedewed. 

To where the Saviour lay. 
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Then rolled the song the hills among, 

** Peace and good-will to man," 
And the angel choir, through our orbs of fire 

Echoed redemption's plan. 

In Patmos of old, in vision was told 

The wonderful path w^e trod. 
Our sparkling light graced the diadem bright 

Of the Church of the living God. 

When the sun's at rest in the crimson West, 

The moon in her curtained bed. 
We gladden the skies with our sparkling eyes. 

And on earth we glory shed. 



THE ROCK OF AGES. 

<< Build your nest upon no tree here, for you see God hath sold the forest to 
Death, and every tree whereon we would rest is ready to be cut down 5 to the 
end we may flee and mount up, and build upon the rock, and dwell in the 
holes of the rock." — ^RuTHiRTORDr 

lUILD not thy nest upon the Tree, 

For God to Death hath sold the forest; 
Mount up, and to the high rock flee — 
Thy dwelling-place is there securest. 

Set not thy heart upon the Flowers, 

For canker lurks within the fairest ; 
And Death, when visiting the bowers. 

Oft takes the loveliest and the rarest. 
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Build not on Riches ; they have wings — 

Broad pinions that will spread and leave thee ; 

Treasures are perishable things — 

Mere glitter, that will soon deceive thee. 

On Love place not thy fond desire — 
Its tender cords are often parted; 

And moumfid is the broken lyre. 
That sighs but to the broken-hearted. 

On Beauty build not ; soon the eye. 

That sparkles now with light and gladness. 

Shall in the cold grave sightless lie. 
And leave thy heart a prey to sadness. 

Build not on Genius : 'tis a flame 
Too dazzling for this vale of sorrow ; 

To-day a meteor-Hght of fame ! — 
Neglected and obscured to-morrow. 

Build not on Princes — Who are they ? 

The creatures of exalted station ; 
Forgetful, in their sceptre sway. 

That righteousness exalts a nation. 

Build not on life ; to-morrow's sun 
May see thee cold and prostrate lying : 

True life he only hath begun 
Who daily to this world is dying. 

And proud Philosophy is sand ! 

T^hen build not on its classic pages ; 
Build where thy feet shall firmly stand. 

On Christ the rock — the Rock of Ages, 
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Trust in His rich and sovereign grace ; 

Rest on His free and fiill salvation ; 
Holes of the rock thy hiding-place 

Shall be, and Christ thy sure foundation. 
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SAW him first when his cultured mind 
I Was furrowed by thought of a higher kind 
[ Than all that science could e'er attain. 
In the loftiest heights of her wide domain — 
He drank from a fountain pure and high. 
From the hallowed streams of Calvary. 

On the towers of Zion he longed to stand. 
To point the way to a better land ; 
But Heaven decreed a holier sphere — 
And the chariot wheels are rolling near — 
And the rush of the horses is heard on high. 
In their viewless flight to eternity ! 

A few short months, and he hoped to wield 
The sword of truth on the batde-field ; 
But now he stands in the armour bright 
Of the coundess throng, all clad in white — 
Whose harps and voices for ever raise 
An anthem of high undying praise. 

The flickering lamp of an earthly fame 
Has changed to a brighter, holier flame — 

* Mr. Thomas Allison, of Sharvogue, Randalstown. 
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And the midnight oil, with its feeble ray. 
Is hid in the light of eternal day. 
Where censers of gold, with odours sweet. 
Burn ever before the mercy-seat! 

Companions in thought with him who scanned 
With you the map of another land, 
O choose, like him, the nobler part — 
The heavenly culture of the heart — 
And drink from the brook that can supply 
Peace to the heart, and joy to the eye. 

While the classic flowers of Greece and Rome 

All withered lie on his early tomb. 

The Rose of Sharon will ever shed 

Its perfume around his lowly bed — 

And embalmed with love his sleep will be. 

In the fragrance of immortality. 



THE MUTE ONE.* 




jIHERE is a language uncontrolled by any rule of art. 
Its eloquence is in the eye — 'its music in the heart — 
1 It breathes from every bud of Spring — from every leaf 
and tree. 
Sings in the murmur of the rill — sighs in the troubled sea. 

♦Jane Woods, the subject of these lines, was admitted as a pupil into the 
Belfast Institution for the Deaf and Dumb, in the year 1835, and was under 
the writer^scare in the Sabbath-school. Her little brother was admitted at 
the same time. He was seized with fever, and during his illness, it was found 
difficult to keep Jane firom his bedside, and when he showed symptoms of 
recovery, her joy knew no bounds. She was attacked soon afterwsirds with 
fever and died. 
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When first she came all silently from her paternal bowery 
She looked like Nature's orphan child — a sweet and pensive £ower. 
Her little brother by her stood and gazed up in her face. 
As if from its soft pencillings her meaning he could trace. 

And^ oh ! what looks of tenderness beamed from her speaking eye. 
When first she saw the mute one pale upon a sick bed lie ! 
Their sympathies were like their wants, so kin to one another. 
That all the joys and pains were one — of sister and of brother. 

She watched him with an anxious heart, and tended him with care. 
And when he all enfeebled lay, she combed his raven hair ; 
She brought him every little toy her little store supplied. 
And when he gazed unconsciously, she sat her down and cried. 

She touched his fingers one by one, as she was wont to do. 
When in their noiseless syllables she told him all she knew ; 
But when his hand fell motionless she pressed it to her heart. 
As if the invirard throbbings there new language would impart. 

But now the fever seized her frame, and from her cheek were gone 
The lovely tints of rosy health, that once so brightly shone ; 
And as she turned her dark, dark eye, all lustreless and dim. 
Upon her little brother dear, she looked her love to him. 

Oh ye who. can express your wants, when feeble is the frame. 
Can hear the breathing of a sigh — the magic of a name. 
Oh never can you tell the pang that rends the mute one's breast. 
Whose car is shut to tenderness — whose wants are unexprest. 

She never heard the song of birds — the humming of the bee — 
The music of the mountain wind — the murmur of the sea ; 
All nature unharmonious lay, all silent and all still. 
As if Creation tuneless slept on valley, stream, and rill. 
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Love reigned within her gentle breast — affection in her heart. 
But still their joys the captive tongue strove vainly to impart; 
She never heard her &ther speak, when twining round his knee — 
A sister's sweet approving word — a mother's lullaby. 

She never heard the voice of prayer — the melody of praise. 
Yet night and mom she bent the knee, and loved to upward raise 
Her thoughtful and expressive eyes to some Almighty One, 
Who hears the breathing of a sigh, and looks in pity down. 

And when disease pressed heavily upon her lovely frame. 
She signed that sickness was not good, but very much to blame ; 
For now she could not lift her hands, like him who loved to trace 
The symbol forms of silent prayer before a throne of grace.* 

She died fer from her father's home, far from her mother's knee ; 
We laid her in the stranger's ground beneath a shady tree ; 
A rose-bud is her monument — her epitaph the song 
Of little birds who plaintive sing the summer leaves among ! 



LAMENT 

For the Fishermen of Newcastle and Annalong, who Perished in the Bay of 
Dundrum, in the Great Storm, January 13, 1843. 

OD'S ways are in the mighty deep. 

His footsteps in the sea ; 
The winds and waves are in His hand. 
Awaiting His decree, 

* Alluding to one of the senior pupils, who read his Bible and took great 
delight in prayer, and who was accustomed to teach Jane a short prayer he had 
written for her. 
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The hurricane that rends the oak 

Is subject to His power. 
Obedient as the gentle breeze 

That fans the summer flower. 

The morning sim shines brilliantly 

On Donard's hoary head. 
And from the lofty hills of Mourne 

The mists of night have fled. 

The fishermen, confidingly. 

Launch forth upon the tide— 
The sails are set, the oars are plied. 

And fast they onward glide. 

The lovely Bay of fair Dundrum 

In sunny calmness shines. 
And now, upon its waters bright. 

The ishers shoot their lines. 

But why yon change upon the hills — 

Yon flakes of drifting snow; 
Which sudden rush from Donard's height. 

Upon the vale below ? 

The tempest sweeps along the wave 

With desolating power ; 
The sea-bird screams in wild afiright — 

The heavens with anger lower ! 

The roaring sea is eloquent. 

As deep cries unto deep. 
And o'er the struggling fishermen. 

The angry waters sweep ! 
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Mothers and children throng the beach. 

With hands upraised to Heaven — 
" Oh ! is there none to save ?" they cry — 

" To help the tempest-driven ?" 

Yes — comrades nobly volunteer. 

And onward rush to save ; 
But soon, alas ! the noble crew 

Are buried in the wave.* 

Newcastle fair and Annalong, 

Oh ! woe be on the day 
When thus your brave and hardy sons 

All perished in the Bay ! 

And woe be on the day that left 

Your ^therless to mourn — 
Your widows lone and desolate — 

Your orphans yet unborn ! 

Oh ye whom Providence has blessed 

With riches in fiill store ! 
Think on the poor bereaved ones 

Upon the lonely shore. 

Oh ! haste to succour and supply^ 

In this their time of need ; 
And what you do, do speedily. 

For duty urges speed. 

* Alluding to the melancholy incident of the loss of a crew of twelve gallant 
fellows, who had put off firom the shore in a boat for the purpose of saving^ 
their drowning neighbours. Thus, in one day, and within a distance of six 
miles, seventy-tAree fellow-creatures met a watery gnwe— forty-six belon^ng to 
Newcastle, and tzuettty-uven to Annalong and its vicinity. By this distressing 
event there were cast destitute, 37 widows and 157 children. 
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Ye poor ! give of your poverty. 

Heaven will the gift regard ; 
For even a cup of water given 

Hath promise of reward. 



THE CHRISTIAN WARRIOR. 

On the Departure of the Rev. Thomas Leslie as a Missionary to Jamaica, 
9th March, 1835. 

IROUSE thee, our Zion ! be girt in thy strength. 
The voice of the Heathen hath reached thee at length ; 
The cry of the needy hath come from afar. 
And one of thy sons goeth forth to the war. 

He goeth in wealoiess, yet goeth in power ; 

For his God will be strength in the perilous hour — 

The helper of Jacob will still be his stay. 

When he dwells with the Negro, in lands far away. 

In lands hi away, where the star of the West 
Is mirror'd deep down in the calm ocean's breast. 
Where the sim in his glory all cloudless careers. 
And the dew steeps the drooping banana in tears. 

Our country hath broken the fetter and chain. 
And wiped from her scutcheon the deep bloody stain — 
That plague-spot of Britain, which tarnish'd her fame. 
And scarce left a trace of humanity's name. 

The hand of the Negro's unfettered and free — 
His feet unconstrained as the wave of the sea ; 
But his heart, still enslaved with the shackles of sin. 
Is darker, by far, than the hue of his skin. 
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Has he looked to our land ? — has his cry been in vain 
To the Green Isle of Erin, far over the main ? — 
Have his hands been uplifted ? — and heedlessly fell 
His tears, that far more than his accents can tell ? 

Oh, no ! to his help thou hast hasted away — 
Oh, blessed be thy meeting, and hallowed thy stay ! — 
The floods of deep waters have lifted their voice. 
Yet thou goest in mercy, his heart to rejoice. 

The way lieth far from our Isle of the West ; 
But the love of thy Saviour so bums in thy breast. 
That thy fathers, thy brethren, thy kinsmen, and all. 
Thou leav'st at the sound of humanity's call. 

My prayer goeth with thee, thou true-hearted man — 
I see thee all wearied, ^ wasted, and wan ; 
Surrounded with sickness, enfeebled with care. 
Cast down and in trouble, but not in despair. 

In the strength of the Lord — by the power of His might- 
With the armour of feith thou wilt " fight the good fight"- 
And a crown of rejoicing will ever be thine. 
Where the saints, as the stars, through eternity shine. 

And now, when a time of refreshing is come. 
Shall the youth of our Zion still slumber at home ? — 
Awake, and be doing, while now it is day — 
Acquit you like men — to the battle away ! 

The harvest is plenteous, the reapers are few — 
The call is from Heaven — the call is to you. 
Go forth ! and your services God will regard ; 
Up, up, and be doing the work of the Lord ! 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE REV. THOMAS LESLIE. 

Who died in Jamaica, August 18, 1835. 

VOICE came o'er the mighty deep^ 

A lone and plaintive cry — 
And many a heart in Erin's isle 
Responded back a sigh. 

The faithful and devoted one. 

Who left his father's land. 
Now sleeps within the stranger's bed. 

Upon a foreign strand. 

The ear that heard the Heathen's cry 

Lies hushed within the grave — 
The heart that beat for Afric's sons. 

Now rests beyond the wave. 

Clad in the armour of his Lord, 

He hastened to the field ; 
But short, alas ! the helmet wore. 

The buckler and the shield. 

His ardent spirit sunk beneath 

The sun's o'erwhelming ray. 
To rise where sun nor moon shall shine. 

Nor heat oppress the day. 

Thy depths, O Lord ! are deeper far. 

Than human eye can scan — 
Thy ways unsearchable and dark. 

Mysterious are to man. 

R 
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O, lightly fall, ye dews of heaven. 
Upon the widow's head — 

And gently breathe, ye balmy winds. 
Upon the infant's bed. 

Let her he left be still your care. 

Ye missionary band — 
Oh, comfort her, who nobly braves 

The perils of your land. 

And you, who minister at home. 
Go fill your brother's place — 

And cause the Negro to rejoice . 
In Jesus and His grace. 

Go — and the songs of Zion raise. 
Beneath the palm-trees' shade ; — 

Go— the glad tidings to proclaim. 
And trust the Spirit's aid. 

A voice beseeching calls you hence, 
A cry speaks from the grave — 

" Oh, come ! the fields I left are ripe ; 
Come quickly — come to save !" 



BURNS' SEAL. 

On receiving from his Granddaughter an Impression of the Poet's Seal. 

JH could this seal to me reveal 
The days o' " Auld Lang Syne," 
When Nature's child, in " wood-notes wild," 
Sang of the " gowans fine." 
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This very crest has oft imprest 

The glowing waoc^ that sealed 
The gems of thought his Genius brought 

From Fancy's fertile field. 

What hours of joy and of alloy 

This relic could impart. 
The deep-drawn sighs and sympathies 

That moved the Poet's heart ! 

The lightning's flashy the torrent's dash — 

Wonders of earth and sky — 
The simplest flower, on bank or bower, 

'Scaped not his searching eye. 

The daisy wild. Spring's modest child. 

Primrose and heather-bell 
In meek attire, awoke his lyre. 

By mountain, moor, and dell. 

On Scotia's ground, when Genius found 

Him toiling at the plough. 
With joyous haste she proudly placed 

Her laurel on his brow. 

To woman's love fond as the dove. 

He lined affection's nest 
With down, that grew in snowy hue 

Upon the turtle's breast. 

To Friendship true, he fondly drew 

From hearts with feeling fraught. 
Streams of delight, alas ! too bright. 

For Reason's rigid thought. 
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Who would refuse to such a muse 
The meed of deathless feme ; 

Through every clime the hand of Time, 
Hath chiselled deep his name. 

While Scotland's hills and Scotland's rills 

Shall gladden heart and eye. 
His name shall stand through Scotland's land 

First-born of Poesy. 

The eagle's flight from mountain height 

Is glorious to behold. 
But soon a cloud may overshroud 

His eye of living gold ; 

Had but the blaze of his bright rays 

Shone with a purer flame. 
The clouds that passed would not have cast 

Their shadows on his name. 




KILLINCHY; OR THE DAYS OF LIVINGSTON. 

[jILLINCHY ! Killinchy ! how joyful the day 
When thy Livingston heard thee, and hasted away 
I From the land where the sons of the Covenant stood. 
Signed the charter of freedom, and sealed it with blood ! 
He came as thy shepherd — he came at thy call ; 
On his banner the motto — " Christ all, and in all." 
"Unmoved by oppression — undaunted by power — 
He stood in the breach in a perilous hour. 
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Killinchy ! Killinchy ! how woeful the day 
When thy Zion was wasted — thy people a prey ; 
When thy tents and thy altars lay scattered around. 
And the homes of thy fathers were razed to the ground ; 
When, houseless and friendless, the lone midnight prayer 
Was wafted to Heaven, in the cold mountain air ; 
When fell Persecution uplifted her hand. 
And the true and the faithful were banished the land ! 

Killinchy! Killinchy! how fearful the day 

When the waters were crimsoned of fair Killileagh ; 

When Babylon, drunk with the blood of the slain. 

Waved high her red cross upon mountain and plain ! 

Oh ! loud was the wail over Cuan's dark water. 

As the breeze o'er its surface brought tidings of slaughter ; 

When Rome, witli her demons, rushed "forth like a flood. 

And the green fields of Ulster were deluged with blood ! 

Klillinchy ! Killinchy ! how glorious the day. 

When thy pastor and people, in sainted array 

Shall hear the glad welcome — " Come hither," and raise 

The song of salvation^-the anthem of praise ; 

While circling the throne of the Lamb that was slain. 

Their suffering on earth, tribulation, and pain, 

Sliall then be forgot in the rapturous theme, 

" All worthy Immanuel, who died to redeem !" 



|^:^iK^ 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MISS FANNY MITCHELL, 

BELFAST. 

)LD, cold lies the sod on a heart, once as warm 

As ever to earth was given ; 
I And sadly and wild moans the winter-storm 
O'er as gentle a breast, and as lovely a form. 
As ever seemed moulded for heaven. 

As the dew that moistens the rose at dawn. 

Gives the violet many a tear ; 
So bright in the morning of life she shone. 
That her fragrance still lives, while her spirit is gone. 

Embalming her memory here. 

As the summer sun, at the close of day. 

Bids adieu to the crimsoned West ; 
And sheds his loveliest, richest ray. 
When his golden beams are melting away. 

Far, far on the ocean's breast — 

So, her viewless spirit as soaring on high. 

In pity to those who wept : 
Gave a lingering look from its native sky. 
And left such a trace in her dark-blue eye. 

That it seemed as an angel slept. 

Oh ! who ever gazed on a form so feir 

In the cold embrace of Death ? 
The snowy brow and the raven hair. 
And the smile that the lip was wont to wear. 

Fled not with the parting breath ! 
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There needs not the art of the sculptor to tell 

The grave where her relics lie ; 
Her monument, now is the tears that fell . 
At the mournful sound of her funeral knell. 

And her epitaph, a sigh. 

How religiously sweet rose the orb of day, 

How solemn and still the morn ; 
When the infant throng, in their simple array. 
Mourned their dearest friend, as they bent their way 

To her lone appointed bourne. 

Would you hear of the generous deeds of the dead. 

Which language can never express ? 
Go, ask the poor widow of yonder shed. 
Who smoothed down her pillow and tended her bed. 

In the moment of deepest distress ? 

Go, ask the young orphan, who wiped off the tear. 

Or the throb of affliction beguiled ? 
Who told of a home in a happier sphere. 
And whispered this comfort, ** Thy Father is near. 

The Sire of the fatherless child ?" 

HTwas she, whom I mourn, who sought the lone shed. 

Made the widow and orphan rejoice ; 
Poured the oil and the wine on the penitent's head. 
Gave the destitute clothing, the indigent bread. 

And stooped to the supplicant's voice. 

How oft on her efforts I've gazed with delight. 

When expanding the infantile mind ; 
Like Samaria's daughter, she poured on the sight 
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Of her brethren wrapt in captivity's night. 
The day-beam that brightens the blind. 

But, oh ! 'tis a theme for an angel's lyre, 

A subject for angel's song ; 
To tell of her love and her holy desire. 
To be clothed with the meek and the lowly attire 

Of the Lamb and His sainted throng. 

Devotion with her was a feeling serene, 

Unfashioned by art or by form ; 
An emotion heart-nurtured, yet modestly seen 
To preside o'er each action, each gesture and mien. 

With simplicity's loveliest charm. 

For pure was her spirit, if mortal were pure. 
And rich were the stores of her mind ; 
Confiding in Jesus, whose blessings secure 
Whate'er is substantial or precious, and sure. 
Her soul to her Lord she resigned. 

Farewell, sainted sliade ! though thy spirit is fled. 

Remembrance will never depart ; 
Though the clods of the valley now cover thy head, 
. Thy memory will ne'er be entombed with the dead. 
While life holds its seat in my heart. 
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REFRESHING SHOWERS, 

Written after a season of Drought. 

BOD of mercy ! thou hast given 

To the earth its needful boon ; 
] Gentle showers have fallen from heaven. 
To refresh the rose of June : 
Thou hast watered hill and plain, 
God of Providence! with rain. 

There is verdure by the fountain. 

Watered flowers by brooklet's brink, 
Gusiiing streamlets from the mountain. 

Where the foxglove stoops to drink ; 
There is nurture at the root. 
Where the feathery brackens shoot. 

There is rain ! — the earth is gladdened ; 

Voice of song is heard around : 
Thirsty Nature, long besaddened. 

Hears with joy the welcome sound ; 
Man, and beast, and languid plain. 
Drink, and are refreshed again. 

Bright the wild-rose now is shining. 

Sweet the woodbine scents the air, 
With a lover's arms entwining 

All that's fragrant, fresh and fair. 
Flowers ! rejoice within your bowers ! — 
Fields ! inhale the genial showers ! 
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Now the buttercup is flowing. 
Filled with nectar from the sky. 

Draughts from golden brim bestowing 
To the weary butterfly. 

Insect ! lay thy dust aside — 

Rise refreshed and purified. 

Now the traveller's heart rejoices ; 

Cheerily he treads along ; 
Leaping brooks, with merry voices. 

Greet him with their gurgling song ; 
When at eve he rests his head. 

Balmy blossoms fragrance shed. 

Joyful now the steps of morning — 
Beautiful the dewy night ; 

Grateful Nature seems adorning 
Every living thing with light : 

Bud and blossom, bird and bee. 

Homage pay, O Rain ! to thee. 

See ! the little hills, upraising 

To the heavens their verdant heads. 

On the freshened landscape gazing. 
As each cloud of water spreads ; 

Hark ! oh, hark the joyful sound — 
God's full flood is falling round ! 

Holy Spirit ! come with power. 
Breathe upon us from above ; 
With the sunshine and the shower. 
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Send us grace, and truth, and love : — 
Come ! oh, come ! our hearts renew ; 
Fill our souls with heavenly dew ! 



PRAYER AND THANKSGIVING 

FOR THE RECOVERY OF A BELOVED PASTOR*S WIFE. 




PRAYER. 

"Come and lay thy hands upon her."— Mark v. 23. 

lESUS ! lay thy hands upon her — 

Come and heal, that she may live ; 
To thy Church, in hour of sorrow, 
Hope and consolation give. 

To our fond and faithful Pastor 
Long a help-meet she has proved ; 

Holding up his hands when weary — 
Loving long, and long beloved. 

He has been to us a beacon. 
She, to him, a sunny beam — 

He, a fount, our souls refreshing. 
She a tributary stream. 

Stay thy hand, O Lord ! in mercy— j^ 
Wife and mother — sister, spare — 

In the hour of tribulation. 

Hearken to Thy people's prayer. 
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THANKSGIVING. 
" The Lord hearkened and healed." — 2 Chron. xxx. 20. 

Thou hast hearkened. Lord ! and healed her ; 

Prospect given of lengthened days ; 
Tune our hearts with grateful numbers. 

Elevate our souls with praise. 

Thou hast changed our night of weeping 
To the smiling mom of Spring; 

Health restored when life was drooping — 
Strength when life was languishing. 

Fragrant as the box of ointment 
Poured upon our Saviour's feet. 

May our grateful prayers ascending. 
Rise to Heaven with odour sweet. 

Pastor, people — friend and stranger — 
Own the Great Physician's care ; 

He who laid His hands upon her. 

Heard, and healed, and answered prayer. 
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PRESBYTERIAN UNION.* 

H ! for the harp of Israel's bard to sing 

The Church of Christ united here in love ; 
Oh ! for the lofty flight of seraph's wing 
To bear my heart and song to realms above. 
Where angel choirs, in blest communion, raise 
Their anthem-song of everlasting praise ! 

Church of the living God ! how sweet to see 

Thy olive plants, that long have grown apart. 
This day united in one goodly tree. 

Shedding the oil of love from heart to heart- 
Emblem of those who in the Vine abide. 
And spread their fruitful branches by its side ! 

Flock of the living Shepherd ! thou hast been 

Long parted in thy pasturage below. 
And many a barrier has been raised between 

Thy little ones, by Zion's deadliest foe : 
From soft Shiloah's streams they turned away. 
And drank of Marah arid of Meribah \ 

But now shall Ephraim's envyings depart. 
And Judah's rivalry shall vex no more — 

United long in faith, but now in heart, 
Edom and Moab, as in days of yore, 

*The Synod of Ulster, and the Presbyterian Synod of Ireland, distinguished 
by the name of Seceders, united into one body July 10, 1840, and this united 
body has since been known as the *' General Assembly of the Presbyterian 
Church in Ireland." The preceding verses were written in commemoration of 
this happy event, from which the most beneficial consequences to the cause of 
evangelical Protestantism have already resulted. 
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Shall to their mighty hand become a prey. 
And Ammon's captive children shall obey ! 

The work, O Lord, was thine ! — When human skill 
Trembled to link our Zion's broken chain. 

Thou bad'st discordant elements be still. 

And made them one, that long, too long, were twain : 

Behold, how good a thing on earth to see 

The hearts of brethren joined in unity ! 

Increased in number, may their love increase ! 

Pastors and people, joined in holy tie. 
Oh, may their chiefest joy be Zion's peace — 

Their high resolve her true prosperity ! 
Then shall recording angels write above, 
" Behold the Church on earth a Church of love !" 

But, shall there no memorial of this day 
Be raised beyond the Poet's feeble song ? 

I ask no marble pillars of display. 

Such mouldering trophies to the world belong ; 

God is a Spirit, and to Him we raise 

Our Ebenezer here, of prayer and praise. 




TWILIGHT. 

HAVE roamed in the twilight, when evening was still. 
And the zephyrs of day lay asleep on the hill ; — 
When the herd of the mountain had hied to their shade. 
And repose on the eye-lids of Nature was laid. 



TWILIGHT. 255 

And, oh ! 'twas an hour gave my feelings release — 
Hushed the tumult of care to the slumber of peace — 
Gave my soul an ascension to soar to its God, 
And leave the encumbered and spiritless clod. 

I gazed on the star of the rapturous hour. 
And holy and clear were the rays of its power. 
It beamed on my soul like the empress of night. 
And, oh ! but the torch of its glory was bright. 

Say, why did the twilight effulgence impart ? 

And why shone the radiance of peace in my heart ? 

Say, was it I felt as estranged from the crowd ? 

Far away from the wordling, the false, and the .proud. 

Twas the dew that embalmed sensibility's hour. 
Besprinkled each plant, and reposed in each flower ; 
Twas the vespers of twilight at' parting of day. 
And the radiance were angels that bore them away ! 

I love thee, O twilight ! Thy shadows impart 
A calm to my bosom — a peace to my heart ; 
Methinks on thy dark clouds I ever could gaze. 
Nor care for one sunbeam to lighten my days. 

If e'er there's an hour when the soul can ascend 
In the spirit of prayer, to its Father and Friend, 
Tis when the grey twilight has lengthened its shade. 
And Nature reposes in valley and glade. 

Ye sons of creation ! ye mortals of earth ! 

In the morning of youth give religion her birth ; 

In the noon of your manhood your comfort she'll prove. 

And the twilight of age shall ensure you her love. 
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THE CARPET.* 

IF Cowper's Muse, in Olney's loved retreat. 
Inspired the bard to sing, in numbers sweet. 
The "Sofa"— theme all worthy of the "Task"— 

I sing the Carpet, while I, trembling, ask 

The Muse of Cowper to bestow on me 

The mystic spell and power of Poesy. 

Here woman's skilful art with Nature vies. 
As from the canvas flowers and fruits arise — 
The beauteous rose, in mossy verdure drest. 
Here, blushing, leans upon the lily's breast ; 
The velvet pansy — deep, dark, purple heath — 
The modest primrose, peeping from beneath — 
Carnation bright, and fuchsia, drooping flower- 
Verbena sweet, from Flora's scented bower ; 
The hyacinth, the amaranthus gay ; 
Auricula and blue anemone ; 
The drowsy poppy — sprightly columbine ; 
The gaudy tulip, and the aster fine ; 
Forget-me-not, pledge of affection true. 
With golden eye and breast of heavenly hue ; 
Snowdrop and crocus, first-born of the spring ; 
The summer butterfly, with mottled wing ; 
Autumn's ripe fruits ; the honey-laden bee. 
And winter-berries from the leafless tree — 
All wrought with needle art and skilful eye. 
Within the carpet's vast embroidery. 

* Written on the occasion of the presentation, by the Ladies of Ulster, of 
their splendid piece of needlework to the Marquis of Breadalbane. 
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Nor did the willing heart and ready hand 
Of Erin's daughters slight their native land. 
Look on the splendid centre-group, and see 
The harp of Erin's ancient minstrelsy — 
Hibernia sits, as if enthroned in song. 
Sweeping, with rapid hand, the chords along. 
*Midst wreath of Scottish thistle, lo ! I see 
Breadalbane's arms in blazoned heraldry — 
Breadalbane's honoured name, his country's boast. 
To Scotland's free-born Church a mighty host. 
Worthy descendant of the brave Argyle ! 
Accept this grateful gift from Erin's isle ! 
And when it lies 'neath Taymouth's princely dome. 
May she, companion of thy heart and home. 
Long live to share, in Scotia's land, with thee. 
The heaven-born light of Christian liberty ! 
And if, perchance, fair England's lovely Queen 
May witness once again the feudal scene 
Of Taymouth's Highland home, and gently tread 
Upon the carpet's flower-embroidered bed. 
May not the faithful henchman, standing near. 
With truths like these salute the Royal ear? — 
"This Carpet, wrought in curious needle art. 
Is the free offering of the Irish heart : 
Erin's fair daughters, who the needle plied. 
To Scotland's Church by sacred ties allied. 
Felt deeply for her wrongs, and mourned to see 
The hand that helped the slave assail the free ? 
They heard how great Breadalbane, wise and good. 
Before the Senate and his country stood — 
Himself a Presbyterian, firm and true. 
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Who loved, as loved his sires, the ' banner blue.* 

When high-born nobles from the combat fled. 

With dauntless step he to the rescue sped ; 

Stood on the rampart high, thereon to plant 

The standard of the Crown and Covenant : 

Then rose in Erin's land the loud acclaim — 

* The Church is Free ! — long live Breadalbane*s name !* 

And in this splendid trophy here you see 

How Erin's daughters love the brave and free." 



THE JASMINE TREE. 

jN her young heart's glee 
She plucked for me 

Fair blossoms from the climbing tree — 
The jasmine tree. 



They shone so bright. 
In the moon's pale light. 
They looked like stars on the brow of night — 
On the jasmine tree. 

And many a flower. 
In that stilly hour. 

She culled for me from dewy bower. 
Of jasmine tree. 

For the flowers that sleep 
When the night-dews weep. 
Long fragrant and unwithered keep. 
By jasmine tree. 
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In the sunny day 
They look more gay. 
But lovelier far when moonbeams play 
Through jasmine tree. 

Oh ! the jasmine tree 
Will remembered be, , 

And the sleeping flowers she plucked for me, 
'Neath jasmine tree ! 



THE MISSIONARIES* DEPARTURE. 

WRITTEN ON THE DEPARTURE OF THE REV. MESSRS. GLASGOW AND KERR FOR 
INDIA, IN 1840. 

" He began to siend them forth by two and two." — Mark vi. 7. 
■HERE'S joy when the bugle's warlike strain 




Sounds triumph o'er the battle plain — 
When a thousand voices rend the sky 
With the long loud shout of victory ! 
But the joy that fills the Christian's heart. 
When he sees the Mission-men depart. 
Is a higher joy, and a holier far 
Than plaudit shouts from the field of war. 

Our fathers heard the Heathen's cry. 
But, alas ! no helping hand was nigh : 
Our fathers prayed, and the dawn of day 
Now brightly shines on their children's way. 
At the call of the Church, the nobly brave 
Smile at the dangers of ocean-wave. 
That Zion's banners may be unfurled 
On the shores of a far off heathen world ! 
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Away, away, o'er the deep blue sea. 
May the winds of heaven propitious be ! 
First-born of a Union sealed above. 
Baptized in the peaceful font of love. 
To Judah and Ephraim you shall be 
Twin pledge of the Church's unity. 
Go, rear the flag of our ^th on high. 
Blending its blue with an Eastern sky ! 

Away, away, o'er the deep blue sea. 
May the winds of heaven propitious be ! 
And when ye meet the heathen man. 
On the golden shores of Hindostan ; 
When your Gospel wealth you there unfold — ■ 
More precious far than orient gold ; 
Oh, then, may the Spirit's power impart 
Its hidden treasures to his heart ! 

And when beneath the palm-tree's shade 

The weary Indian man is laid. 

Oh, then, in the sweetest accents tell 

Of the cooling streams of Israel — 

Of the smitten rock, whose gushing springs 

Refreshed, amidst their wanderings, 

A people who were cheered along 

By the water's sweet unceasing song ! 

And when the spicy breezes stray 
From the fragrant groves of Araby — 
And the air is loaded with rich perfume. 
Oh speak of the flowers which eternal bloom 
In the bowers of Heaven I where Sharon's Rose, 



YHE MISSIONARIES' DEFARTURE. z6i 

In unfading beauty, ever grows. 
Embalming the souls redeemed on high. 
With the fragrance of eternity. 

When the wily snake in the jungle lies. 

Drawing, with fascinating eyes. 

Its victim near, till the venomed dart 

Poisons the life-blood of the heart ; 

Oh then of the Brazen Serpent tell ; 

Of the healing balm of Emmanuel ; 

Of the faith that anchors the soul on high ; 

Of the cross and the crown of Calvary ! 

Haste, haste ye on in your bright career ! 
The soothing of woman's voice will cheer 
Your hours of toil, when the languid frame 
Sinks like the wasting taper's flame : 
And, as affection lulls to rest. 
The throbbings of the weary breast. 
Then will your hearts together prove 
A Judson's and a Newell's love. 

Away, away, o'er the deep blue sea. 
May the winds of heaven propitious be ! 
Brethren await you on India's strand. 
Ready to greet you with heart and hand ; 
Wilson> will train your hands for war. 
And the mind of Duff*, like an Eastern star. 
Shall shine on your path, amidst heathen night. 
With the splendid blaze of a comet's light ! 
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THE PORTRAIT/ 

Lines addressed to Mrs. Glasgow and Mrs. Kerr, on being presented, on their 
departure for India, with copies of the Portrait of the Rev. Dr. Morgan, 
their beloved Pastor. 

)W painful to the feeling heart, 
I FroAi friends and kindred here to part ; 
I To part from those we love sincerely 

Is sorrow fill ; but how severely 

The Christian feels, when borne away 

From Sabbath-school and sanctuary : 

From him who tenderly did blend 

The pastor with the sire and friend — 

Who stored thy mind in early youth 

With precepts of eternal truth. 

As if prophetic wisdom scanned 

Thy Mission-work, in heathen land. 

But, lo ! the artist lends his aid. 
And faithfully he has pourtrayed 
This Portrait, of as mild a face ' 
As ever shone with Christian grace. 
Accept the gift, and may thine eye 
Each lineament of love descry — 
The peaceful look, with wisdom fraught. 
The beaming eye, the brow of thought. 
The lips, that eloquently told 
A Saviour's love to young and old. 
The very hands, as turning o'er 
The precious leaves of heavenly lore, 
Seem, with the mind, in sweet accord. 
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As proving from God's Holy Word 

The doctrines which the tongue proclaimed. 

The Christian duties which he named* 

There is a memory of the heart. 

Unknown to those who never part ; 

A saddened joy remembrance brings. 

To soothe us in our wanderings : 

Tis felt when gazing with intent 

On portraiture or monument. 

Methinks I see thee lingering stand 

By this loved form, in foreign land. 

Striving, in vain, again to hear 

The accents of thy pastor dean 

Farewell ! may heavenly grace impart 
Its blessings on thy work and heart ; 
And when the " Wave^ bears thee away, 
May he who pens this parting lay. 
In Christian friendship hope to share 
A well-beloved sister's prayer. 



THE MISSIONARY'S RETURN. 

TO THE REV. JAMES GLASGOW, D.D., 

Fellow of the Bombay University, and Member of the Royal Asiatic Society, 
on his return to Ireland, after a reddence of 24 years in India. 

jlELCOME, dear brother, from thy long campaign ; 
I Thy sword all bright, — thy shield without a stain ; 
I Thine armour unbcdimmed by India's sun. 
Bears bright emblazonment of victory won. 
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Welcome once more to this thy native soil ; 
Rest, pilgrim rest, from foreign care and toil ; 
Come to our hearts and homes as now we raise 
Our grateful offering of prayer and praise. 

The Church saluteth thee, and hails the yield. 
Which thou hast gathered in a far off field ; 
Kinsmen salute thee, — many a household prayer 
Arose to heaven, that God thy life might spare. 

In mutinous hour, when Delhi and Cawnpore 
Were deluged with a sea of human gore ; 
When India trembled, — when the stoutest quailed. 
Heaven answered prayer, and Britain's arms prevailed. 

Thy life was spared, while Havelock true and brave. 
The Christian soldier sleeps in India's grave ; 
He fought tlie fight, all honoured be his name, 
Christ was his shield — his glory — and his fame. 

Welcome dear brother, — rest with us in peace. 
Cast not thine armour off nor seek release. 
Train soldiers for the field,— a goodly band, 
God's Spirit hath revived within our land. 

May their yo^ng hearts be open to the cry, 
" O come ye o'er and help us or we die," 
And may they fly like doves in morning bright, 
Bearing to India's shores, life, liberty, and light. 
1864. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF ANDREW M'KENZIE. 

As some lone bird, within a trackless wild, 
Its inharmonious notes pours to the breeze, 

So I have oft the tedious hours beguiled, 

With scarce a hope, or even a wish to please. 

Motto to A. M'Kenzie*s Poems, 1810. 

10 Sung the Bard when life was young. 

Taught by the woods and babbling rills. 
When round his wandering footsteps sprung 
The wild-flowers of his native hills. 

He sung of love, and felt its power. 

And shared its pangs and pleasures here. 

With one who now, in sorrow's hour. 
Sheds o'er his grave the widow's tear. 

Dunover, mourn thy native Bard, 

Thy ** Gaelus," whose bewitching lay. 

In sylvan notes, full oft was heard 
In Nature's wildest minstrelsy. 

By wood and brake he gathered flowers. 
And loved, at noon, the pebbled stream. 

Where, on its mossy bank, for hours. 
He lay entranced in foiry dream. 

Then from his vision-bed he sprung. 

And snatched, with ready hand, fhc lyre, 

And many a rustic lay he sung 

In breathing words and thoughts of fire. 
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He sung of rocks and ocean deep — 
The grave of his beloved child ; 

He sung of glens and mountains steep — 
Of primrose blooming in the wild. 

With sun and moon he converse had. 
Soared far and wide on Fancy's wings. 

And many an " airy nothing " clad 
In garb of his imaginings. 

Though rich in fancy, he was poor. 
And laboured hard to earn his bread ; 

Yet he had friends, though to his door 
Few came to soothe his dying bed. 

The witchery of his tongue was gone. 
And with it gone the false — the gay — 

The lights that once so flattering shone 
The gloom of sickness chased away. 

O Poesy ! thou child of Heaven, 
Thy path is wayward here below — 

Though sunbeams now and then are given. 
More frequent frown the clouds of woe. 

Like some etherial fiery ball. 

The Poet meets the wondering eye. 

Till floods of disappointment fall. 
And drown his electricity. 

The worldling scorns the musing mind. 
And merit weighs by weight of pelf. 

Alike to uste and genius blind, 
A mammon worshipper of self. 
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M'Kenzie sleep ! thy woes are o'er. 

Thou now hast all the proud can have ; 

The rich, with all their golden store. 
Can claim no more than thee — a grave ! 



INSCRIPTION 

On a Stone erected to the Memory of Andrew M'Kenzie, in Shankhill 
Grave-yard. 

ERE Ues beneath this little mound of earth, 
A child. of genius and a man of worth ; 
The winds of Heaven awoke his rustic lyre. 

And tuneful Nature breathed from every wire ; 

The World approved his song, but help denied. 

He lived unaided, and neglected died. 





TO MARY, ON HER WEDDING DAY. 

lARY, farewell ! and when thou'rt gone 

Far o'er the deep blue sea — 
When home and kindred swell thy heart. 
Oh, then remember me ! 

I love thee, Mary .' and approve 

The choice of thy young heart ; 
I do not wish that thou should'st stay. 

Nor yet that we should part. 

There's something in a bridal day 

So full of joy and glee. 
And yet, withal, a pensive mood 

Steals sadly over me. 
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The memory of my heart will trace 
Thy worth when thou art gone ; 

Thy love and tenderness to me — 
Thou gentle, artless one ! 

Whatever be thy lot in life. 

Where'er thy footsteps roam, 
I need not bid thee turn, thy thoughts 

To infancy and home — 

To one who watched thy cradle bed. 

And tended thee with care ; 
Who loved thee with undying love — 

Thou child of many a prayer ! 

Yes ; often in the midnight hour. 

Thy mother's sleepless eye 
Uplifted to a throne of grace. 

Sought blessings from on high. 

Deep was the travail of her soul. 
That thy young heart might prove 

The greatness of a Saviour's power. 
The sweetness of His love. 

I would not bid thee take one flower . 

From off thy nuptial wreath. 
To bind it on the fairest brow 

Of any one on earth ; 

But if, perchance, thy lover's heart, 

■ With fond remembrance fraught. 

Would bid thee cull one little gem, 

Oh choose " Forget-me-not !" 
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Twill bring to thy loved memory 

The home of tender years — 
The fragrance of a sister's love — 

A mother's parting tears^ 

Mary, farewell ! when thou art gone. 

Far o'er the deep blue sea ; 
When home and kindred swell thy heart. 

Oh, then remember me ! 



WOMAN. 

ilHERE is a language of the heart 
That mocks at learning's studied art, 
I There is an utterance of the soul 
That laughs at scholarship's control. 
Breathes forth in verse a living thought. 
With feeling, love, and nature fraught ; 
Woman's the theme : and who would e'er require 
One borrowed string to animate his lyte ? 

There is a witchery that lies 
Within the sunshine of her eyes. 
More potent than the magic speti 
Of talisman, or fairy dell. 
Who has not felt her very name 
Inspire his heart and thrill his frame? 
Idolatry ! the frowning world may cry. 
But who has loved nor felt the ecstacy. 
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Oh who has ever in that hour 
When woman's love and woman's power 
Have twined their influence round his heart. 
Felt not that woman can impart 
By smile — or glance, or smothered sigh, 
A world of bliss and constancy ? 
Priestess of Love ! how oft thou'rt left to mourn, 
Man's perfidy — forsaken and forlorn ! 

Pleasure's a poor and gaudy toy, 
A forgery on solid joy, 
A gilded chain that drags the slave 
Helpless and childless to the grave ; 
The haunted Libertine who lies 
Without one hand to close his eyes. 
Sighs to the passing breeze his dying groan — 
Companionless, unwedded, and alone. 

Man has a wandering heart — his soul 
Spurns fetters, slavery and control ; 
To-day he climbs the snow-clad steep — 
To-morrow, ploughs the foamy deep — 
And now he roams by mountain side. 
Without a friend — ^without a guide, 
'Till woman bids his wayward steps to cease. 
And turns his Arab thoughts to home and peace. 

Woman ! companion of my life. 

Less loved when maiden than when wife ; 

How fondly do I sing of thee. 

Of wedded love and constancy 
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Dear mother of my child, I trace 

Thy emblem in her artless face. 
I clasp the lisping babe, receive a kiss. 
And feel a fethcr's love — a father's bliss ! 

Let Attic Bards in classic verse. 

Heroic woman's praise rehearse — 

Gallia, 'tis thine, to raise thy voice. 

To bid thy vine-clad fields rejoice. 

Till hill and valley, rock and plain. 

Shout Lavallette, in grateful strain — 
She who gave up her liberty to save 
Her lord and master from a threatened grave. 

'TIS woman's voice, in accents, low. 
That hushes first the InHmt's woe ; 
'TIS woman's fond maternal arms 
That shield her boy from vain alarms ; 
Uprear him in a world of cares. 
And save him from its countless snares. 

Nurse of mankind ! I fondly view in thee 

The watchful guardian of our infancy. 

Now would I woman's friendship sing — 

Oh 'tis a pure, undying thing ! 

The dew that gems the blossomed thorn 

Shines brightest in the sunny morn ; 

But faithful woman can bestow 

A light to gild the night of woe ! 
Her love like moon-beam on a stormy sea. 
Sheds o'er our cares its own serenity. 



2 72 fVOMAN. 

IVc found the world a faithless thing ; 

Man's friendship weak and perishing. 

Man's friendship! — Tis the ocean's spray; 

The froth that rude wind^ blow away ! 

You ask where constancy can rest ; 

Go, find it in a woman's breast ! 
I would not give one fair loved friend I boast. 
For all the wealth of India's golden coast ! 

Friendship ! thou dear mysterious tie. 
Inhabitant of earth and sky ; 
Of earth when kindred souls do meet — 
Of heaven, when round the mercy-seat 
One song eternal reigns above, 
■* For love is heaven, and heaven is love." 
Friendship ! I found thee in a hallowed hour — 
Have tasted of thy sweets and owned thy power ! 

When pale disease, with all her train. 
Fevers the blood and fires the brain, 
Tis woman's sympathetic art 
Quells the wild throbbings of the heart ; 
The mortal pang, the burning sigh. 
In Nature's latest agony. 
Oh fair physician ! thou art ever near. 
With oil and wine the drooping frame to cheer. 

I ask not, on the bed of death. 
Proud man to watch my fleeting breath ; 
Let woman's prayer embalm the hour ! 
For oh, it has a soothing power 



THOUGHTS. 273 



To calm the awful struggle here. 
To brighten hope and banish fear ; 
To raise new prospects of a land on high. 
Where death is swallowed up in victory ! 



THOUGHTS 

Suggested by the Opening of the Ulster Institudon for the Deaf and Dumb 
and the Blind, 24th September, 1845. 

E harvest home is a joyous time 
To every heart, in every clime ; 
There's joy when the reapers' work is done. 




And they rest from the heat of the noon-tide sun ; 

When the sheaves are piled, aiid their labours o'er. 

They shout at the sight of the golden store. 

And should we not this day upraise 

Our meed of prayer — our song of praise — 

To Him who hath looked with approving eye. 

Since the first rude stone of masonry 

TVas laid in the faith and hope of prayer. 

That He would the topmost stone uprear. 

And give to Ulster's helpless race 

A refuge and a resting-place ? 

The work is done ! — in hope we sowed. 
And we carry home a precious load ; 
The Deaf and Dumb, and the helpless Blind, 
In our harvest sheaves we fondly bind. 
Oh ye, who hear the lisping voice 
Of your happy little ones ! rejoice 
T 
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That the silent tongue will here be taught 
The language of symbolic thought ! 
And ye who gaze with fond delight 
On the eye, all beautiful and bright. 
Rejoice that the sunken and sightless eye 
Within these walls will mentally 
Look on the Sun that healing brings. 
Faith, hope, and love beneath His wings ! 

All praise to God ! the day is near 

When the Blind shall see, the Deaf shall hear — 

When the Mute shall sing aloud for joy. 

And the dark ones skilfully employ 

Their fingers in tracing the Gospel light. 

That scatters away the clouds of night. 

Awake ! awake ! your strength put on ; 

The Day-Spring from on high hath shone : 

The Deaf and Dumb no longer lie 

In the silence of mute captivity ; 

The Blind no longer grope their way 

In the mazes of uncertainty : 

To both, a happy home is here. 

And the dawn of Gospel light is near ; 

The fettered tongue shall hence be free — 

The Deaf shall hear, the Blind shall see ! 
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HANNAH WAKEFIELD, 

ONE OF THE "SOCIETY OF FRIENDS." 

(ANNAH WAKEFIELD I mourn. 
Affectionate, kind — 
A Christian in practice, 
A Christian in mind. 
Meek, modest, retiring. 
While humbly desiring 
To honour her Master by word and by deed. 
Unbiassed by station — unfettered by creed. 

When she wept at the death 

Of Elizabeth Fry, 
How distant the thought 

Of soon meeting on high ? 
But on earth the kind-hearted 
Are seldom long parted. 
In faith, and in hope, and in labours of love. 
They were one while below, and are one now above. 

When the famine was heavy 

And sore in the land. 
The poor and the needy 
Were fed by her hand. 
When the sick and the dying 
All helpless were lying, 
Samaritan-like, with a feeling benign. 
She poured oft in secret the oil and the wine. 
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A mother in Israel, 

A Dorcas on earth, i 
A Martha in diligence — 

Mary in worth — 
The widow and fatherless. 
When in their deep distress. 
Found her where often her Saviour was found — 
By the pallet of wretchedness, low on the ground. 

Rest in thy silent bed 

Woman revered ; 
To many a Christian heart 

Thou art endeared. 
" Friends" shall thy memory 
Hold very tenderly. 
In sorrow thy loss shall be silently borne. 
For deep are their sorrows who silently mourn. 



THE FUNERAL 

OP THE LATE MARQUIS OF DOWNSHIRE^ 
At Hillsborough, April 24, 1845. 

RIGHT and beautiful is the mom ! 
The opening bud and the bursting thorn. 
Clothed in the April robes of green. 
Are shedding their freshness o'er the scene ; 
The violet turns her eye of blue 
On her sister primrose wet with dew ; 
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To every blade of grass is given 
A diamond from the mine of heaven. 
But, hark ! on the balmy breezes swell 
The solemn sounds of the funeral bell ! 
They float from yonder hallowed tower 
In the stillness of the morning hour ; 
O'er hill, and dale, and wide domain. 
They question of the dead again. 

Lovely village ! thy calm retreat 
Is broken by sounds of thronging feet — 
Aged men and their stalwart sons — 
Mothers dear and their little ones — 
Widows and orphans — old and young — 
Name the dead with approving tongue. 
. Sadness reigns in this rural place. 
Sorrow is marked upon every face ; 
Here, like Bochim, there is weeping. 
Tears for him in death now sleeping. 
Grief for her now left alone. 
Faithful, fond, bereaved one. 
Thoughts of my heart break forth in sighs. 
As memories of the past arise ; 
The Sabbath-school, the Sabbath prayer. 
His oversight and anxious care — 
His willing heart and helping hand. 
His accents mild and manners bland. 
Proclaimed to all, who loved the truth. 
The patron and the friend of youth. 

Shut out from glare of noontide ray. 
By the folds of sable drapery. 
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The crimson coffin, rich and bright. 

Is dimly seen by the tapers* light. 

But, hark ! the sound of solemn tread. 

As the mourners now approach the dead ! 

It was a sight all sad to see 

His kind, true-hearted tenantry. 

As arm-in-arm they moved along, 

A sorrowful and smitten throng; 

And many a look and many a sigh 

They gave as they passed that coffin by. 

And one I marked, a stricken man. 

With snowy locks and visage wan. 

Led forward by his daughter dear — 

For he was blind — but yet a tear 

Fell from his sightless, sunken eye i 

Upon the coffin's heraldry. 

And there were men of sternest mood. 

Which that dark room of death subdued — 

Men that would scorn the foeman's power. 

Stood melted in that saddened hour. ; 

He is borne away from that darkened room, i 

To sleep with his fathers in the tomb ; ' 

The street is lined with his tenants all. 
And nobles with his funeral pall. 
Slowly and sadly they onward bear 
His honoured clay to the house of prayer : 
The choristers chant their solemn lay. 
With the organ breathing mournfully, 
The preacher then, from sacred page. 
Spake of the Christian's heritage : — 
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" Blessed are the dead in Christ that die," 
With Him they live eternally ; 
' While works, of faith, and hope, and love. 
Will follow them to realms above. 

" Ashes to ashes, dust to dust,** 
The grave has now received its trust ; 
'Neath the vaulted rooPs sepulchral gloom. 
He sleeps within the silent tomb : — 
" Earth to earth, and dust to dust,". 
Soon shall that gilded coffin rust ; 
But Downshire's name shall lasting be 
In the hearts of a grateful tenantry. 
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LINES 

On the la^ng of the Foundation Stone of the Testimonial to the late 
Marquis of Downshire, October 23, 1848. 

[IE rear not this memorial to his name 
For feats of glorious valour done on earth, 
I For titles, honours, high-bom rank or fame. 
For ancient ancestry or noble birth. 
These were bequeathed to him — not so his worth — 
The gift of Heaven. He felt Religion's power. 
And in pure streams he sent its waters forth. 
Refreshing all, e'en to the simplest flower 
Nursed in the school of love in Sabbath's holy hour. 

When Time has crumbled this embedded stone. 
Which to his honoured memory we lay. 
Shall Downshire's valued name be then unknown 
'Midst dusky ruins of antiquity ? 
Ah, no ! the precious seed he cast away 
With liberal hand, on the uncultured field. 
Shall wave with living fruit eternally. 
And harvest home its smiling blessings yield — 
The labours of the past rewarded and revealed. 

He loved his God — his tenantry and home. 
Wife of his bosom, kindred, country, dear ; 
Beyond these joys he never sought to roam. 
Home was his solace, home his happy sphere. 
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Oh, that the tilled absent ones were here 
To learn a lesson with instruction fraught ! 
How deeply Ireland's patriot sons revere 
The memory ^of him who anxious sought 
To train the youthful mind and elevate the thought ! 




TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF THE 
REV. DR. CHALMERS. 

LTHOUGH no dear, no fond ones of the earth 
Stood round his dying bed, angels unseen 
Were near to bear upon their outspread wings — 
As they had Moses borne — his soul on high. 
That none but heavenly witnesses should see 
The triumphs of his death. And when the mists 
Of Nebo's mountain-height, and towering top 
Of Pisgah dim, appeared below their flight. 
Oh, what a glorious raptured song uprose 
Along the everlasting hills, what time 
Their lofty summits echoed forth his name ! 
The golden harps awoke, and only paused 
To give full audience to the angel choir. 
Now breaking forth in high ecstatic strain ; 
Then in symphonious numbers breathing soft 
To the enraptured ear of the first-bom. 
Who, in the Word Divine, are fitly named 
" General Assembly of the Church of God." 
Scarce had the anthem ceased, when, from the earth. 
Uprose, in solenrn strain, the voice of psalm. 
And sacred song, and prayer. That very morn. 
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In holy convocation met, the Church 

On earth well named " The Free" — the free alone 

Are they whom Christ makes free — that morn the Church 

In grave assembly, heard — Chalmers is dead ! 

Tears are like dew; and, on the smitten heart. 

In sorrow's night, they silent fall, and give 

Relief when all around in sadness droops. 

In that assembly, as in Israel's day. 

When rose the cry, " Moses is dead !" then wept 

The people, lifting up their mournful voice. 

And sacrificed unto the Lord in praise 

And prayer. There old men wept — the honoured sons 

Of martyr'd sires, whose blood oft crimson dyed 

The purple heather on the barren hills 

Of Scotland's storied land ; and children wept ; 

And woman's tears hVL plenteously that morn 

That ushered in a dark and solemn day. 

Scotland, I love thee ! Every blade of grass 
That waves above thy martyrs' graves is dear. 
I love thy Sabbath rest — thy Bible lore — 
Thy sanctuaries — thy sacraments — thy psalms— 
Thy testimony-bearing for the truth — 
Faithful contendings for the Word of Life — 
For Christ, His cross. His crown and covenant. 
Scotland, with thee I mourn thy patriot gone ! 
Him whose high mental powers and moral worth 
Gave thee pre-eminence o'er other lands — 
Lands favoured more with verdant fruitful fields. 
A nation's strength consists not in its gold — 
Its merchandise — its valleys, rocks, and hills — 
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Its wide-spread lakes — its rivers, groves, and meads — 
But in the might and moral magnitude 
Of holiness within the deathless mind. 

Upon the hill of Zion strong he stood. 
And, like the eagle, conscious of his strength. 
Soared into realms unknown, and soaring breathed 
A heavenly atmosphere, where his keen eye 
Beheld a purer light than ere was seen 
By proud astronomer, in plenitude 
Of power, with ready aid of skilful lens. 
Or help of new-constructed telescope. 
On earth a citizen of heaven, he looked 
Down from the battlements of lofty thought 
Upon imprisoned minds encamped below ; 
Nor looked he heedlessly. Ah, no ! he felt 
The weight of other souls upon his own. 
Dark lanes and wretched dwellings of the poor 
'Scaped not his keen and territorial search. 
To those who came he gave, and unto those 
Who would not come he went, e'en like to Him 
Whose words the common people gladly heard. 
Before the world, in unobtrusive guise. 
The law of kindness gently from his tongue 
Flowed in such winning strains, that timid ears 
Wondered to hear the voice that thunders woke. 
Breathing, in accents mild, to all around 
The words of kin, and kindliness, and love. 
His eloquence a stream of living thought. 
Gushing from out the fountain of the heart- 
Now 'mong green pastures, making minstrelsy 
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Sweet to the ear of cottage patriarch — 
Now fearless rushing from the dizzy brink. 
Like mountain cataract, with thundering voice. 
Bearing the breathless hearers 'midst the foam ; 
Then lulling into calm, 'midst rainbow hues. 
As gently flowed from his persuasive tongue 
The promises of pleasantness and peace. 
He moved the strong affections of the heart. 
As with a mighty moral lever's power ; 
For in hb own warm bosom lay concealed 
The heaven-bom principle of Christian love. 
The secret fulcrum that sustained the whole. 
Up from the depths of his vast mind he brought 
Treasures unseen before by mortal eye. 
And, as a faithful alchymist, applied 
To them the testing powers of Bible truth. 
Philosophy by principle he tried — 
Genius by godliness, and gifts by grace — 
Science by sanctity of heart and life — 
And, by the crucible of wisdom, proved 
Knowledge of Jesus chief of all beside. 

He shone a light amid terrestrial gloom. 
Bright and more bright, unto the perfect day. 
His path was as the comet in the heavens ; 
He through the fields of science swept along. 
His orbit all his own, till far beyond 
The gaze of common men, led by the power 
Of Heaven's attractiveness, his smitten heart — 
Smitten with dying love — received new stores 
Of truth and joy, and holiness and peace. 
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In prayer he stood confessed a little child. 
To men his sermons were, to God his prayers — 
Upon the mount he cast away his shoes. 
And noiseless climbed the hill of holiness ; 
And when the topmost height he reached, where faith 
Beholds the mercy-seat, he prostrate fell. 
And, as a child, he, Abba Father ! cried. 

"Servant of God, well done !** Thy last great work 
On earth was finished, when thou stood'st before 
The rulers of the land, asserting right 
Of temple heritage, inheritance 
Bequeathed in perpetuity by God 
To His dear Son, the only rightful heir. 
That they who worship Him below might have 
Possession sure of tent and tabernacle. 
Church of my fathers ! thou hast ever been 
A suffering Church — a wrestling heritage ; 
How else could'st thou have been as joined to Him — 
The Man of Sorrows and the Crucified. 
God will thy leader be, when now bereft 
Of him who in thy councils brightly shone ; 
A refuge will He be in thy distress. 
And in thy straits will be a present aid. 
Some men have no successors ; but the Church 
Of God has promise of unbroken line — 
" As I with Moses was. 111 be with thee — 
I will not M thee— thee VW not forsake." 
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TO ANNA, ON HER WEDDING DAY. 

lOy ! joy to thee, my Anna dear, on this thy bridal day, 
A father's love will follow thee when thou art for away; 
I would not cloud thy sunny brow by falling tear, or sigh, 
Nor speak the sorrow of my heart, so long as thou art nigh. 

I feel I dare not bid thee stay — I cannot bid thee go ; 
Thou art the last dear pledge of love left with me here below : 
Thy mother, brothers, sister, all, from me are torn away. 
And thus my lone, bereaved heart, would fondly bid thee stay. 

Thou soon wilt leave thy father's home, to dwell in other land 
With him, whose virtues won thy heart, whose love hath gained 

thy hand; 
O Anna ! may thy father's God be thy abiding stay. 
His Grace thy heritage on earth — His Word thy treasury 1 

There is a memory of the past, that shadows into life 
The morning when thy mother dear became my wedded wife ; 
Be to thy husband, Anna dear, what she was still to me — 
A light that gladdened heart and home with true felicity. 

Her love, transparent as the dew, and silent as its fall. 
Refreshed the scenery of home — beloved, approved by all ; 
Her mind, like to the summer sea, unruffled was and calm. 
Her tenderness fell on my heart like summer evening's balm. 

Oft do I think on thee, my child, when thou wert very young. 
What time my pensive heart was cheered to hear thy lisping 

tongue. 
When thou, a little orphan thing, within my bosom lay. 
And strove by many an artless wile to drive my cares away. 
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And now, my Anna dear, farewell ! may He who reigns above. 
Attune thy lips to praise His name, thy heart to breathe His love! 
May He, who watched thy early years, keep thee in after life. 
And bless thee and thy partner dear, as husband and as wife. 



THE RAINBOW. 




< I do set my bow in the cloud, and it shall be for a token of a covenant 
between me and the earth.**— Ginisis ix. 13. 

lAIL ! beautiful mysterious thing. 

Cradled in sunshine and in showery 
Thou shakest the moisture from thy wing. 
Like dew-drops from the weeping flower : 
Resplendent arch, thy mighty span 
Heralds good-will and peace to man. 

Dim are the gems that monarchs wear. 
They fade and fell, and are unknown ; 

But thou, like to an emerald fair, 
A rainbow round about the throne, 

Crown'dst with thy rays an angel's head. 

Pillars of fire beneath thee spread. 

Token of love ! within the cloud 

Jehovah called thee into birth. 
Withdrew the waters of the flood. 

Never to deluge more the earth — 
Covenant of mercy from on high. 
Lasting as time, and earth, and sky. 

Offspring of Heaven's refractive lights- 
Pathway of faith, and hope, and love ; 
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Oh for an angel's wing and might 

To bear me on thy crest above ! 
There with a golden harp to sing 
The secrets of thy colouring. 

Like Jacob's ladder, thou art seen 
Resting on earth and on the sky ; 

Thy tints — red, yellow, blue and green- 
Harmoniously delight the eye : 

To paint thee, pen and pencil fail. 

Thou beautiful, I bid thee hail ! 




THE PASTOR OF THE POOR.* 

'< He had the book of the law of the Lord with him, and went about and 
taught the people.** — 2 Chron. zvii. 9. 

'* Did not he weep for him that was in trouble ? Was not his soul giieyed for 
the poor ?**— Job xxx. 25. 

BHE Struggle's o'er — and thou art gone 

To where the weary find a rest ; 
I Thy light that here so brightly shone. 
Now brighter shines among the blest: 
The Lord Jehovah was thy song. 

Thy strength and thy salvation here ; 
And now, amidst the sainted throng. 
Thy praises fill a higher sphere. 

Where'er we go — whome'er we meet — 
For thee the tears of sadness flow ; 

* Mr. William Cochrane, the first Agent of the Belfast Town Mission, who 
died in 1837. 
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" The mourners go about the street," 

The rich in grief— the poor in woe ! 
The poor — now rich in faith and prayer. 

The rich — in broken spirit poor^ 
Oft felt thy counsel and thy care. 

Thy friendship and affection pure. 

Twas thine to break the fallow land. 

That long had wild and barren lain — 
To scatter, with a careful hand. 

The seeds of thought — the goodly grain : 
Now bending o'er the bed of death, 

'Midst thick and pestilential air. 
Oft weak in frame, but strong in faith. 

Wrestling and prevalent in prayer. 

Thou lov'dst the young with tender love. 

Teaching their infant lips to praise. 
And many a cherub now above. 

With thee their hallelujahs raise. 
Thou wert to weak decrepid age 

A staff, a comfort, and a stay. 
And ledst them from the sacred page 

To Him — the life, the truth, the way. 

The lonely widow blessed thy name — 

The orphan clung around thy knee — 
The outcast and the child of shame. 

Found still a refuge-home in thee ! 
The drunkard — yes, that hopeless one — 

Oft listened to thy warning strain, 
u 
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And from his lips the cup he flung. 
To lift it never more again. 

Upright, benevolent, sincere. 

Meek, unassuming, soothing, mild. 
Thy sympathy oft dried the tear 

That dimmed the eye of sorrow's child. 
A burning zeal, by knowledge fanned, 

A taste by holiness refined, 
A feeling heart, a helping hand. 

Were in thy character combined. 

Farewell ! loved Pastor of the Poor ! 

Friend of my heart, a long farewell ! 
Thy hopes were bright, thy love was pure. 

Thy faithfulness — Oh who can tell ! 
A *' polished shaft'' in God's own hand, 

A light now vanished from our ejos. 
Too pure a flame on earth to stand — 

Too bright to bum below the skies. 



TO ROBERT BURNS, ESQ. 

Eldest Son of the Poet, on the occasion of his Visit to Belfast, Sept. 4, 1S44. 

ITH the harp of our country in heartfelt emotion. 

We hail thee, the Son of the Father of Song, 
Who lifted his voice like the sound of the ocean. 
To sing of the Bruce, the avenger of wrong ! 
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First-born of the Bard — high-born of the Muses — 
We asked thee to come and thou didst not refuse us ; 
Then Cead mille failte, no hand can unloose us : 
Erin mavourneen — Erin go bragh ! 

Like the plover's lone cry on his own native mountains. 

The song of thy sire was oft plaintive and wild^ 
But soft as the streams from his own sunny fountains. 

The strains to his Mary were soothing and mild. 
Then welcome, the son of so gifted a sire. 
To the green hills of Ulster — and when you retire. 
May the friendship now formed rise higher and higher : 
Erin mavourneen — Erin go bragh ! 

Oh the *' days o' lang syne," when brither met brither 

In kindly affection, wi' han* locked in han,' 
When e'en " the twa dogs" forgathered thegither. 

All gravely the " lords of creation" to scan ! 
Oh those were the days of the Bard's inspiration. 
When Fame wept to see the neglect of a nation. 
That left his high spirit the prey of vexation, 

Unsoothed by the heart-throb of Erin go bragh 1 

The tablets of stone are but fleeting recorders. 

The flood-tides of Time will soon wash them away ; 
But long as old Criffel looks down on the Borders, 

The name of thy father shall never decay. 
It will last while the daisy, " wee crimson-tipped flower," 
Is nourished by Heaven 'midst the sunshine and shower. 
While the plough in the glebe makes the "field-mouse" to cower : 
Hail, Son of the Ploughman, to Erin go bragh J 
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Though sometimes he strayed from the pathway of duty. 

Yet like his own mountain-streams straying along. 
Full oft in his wanderings there sparkled a beauty, 

A sparkling of genius, of wit, and of song ; 

As a Poet, in moments of soaring devotion. 

He shone like a star on the breast of the ocean. 

Now brighter, now fainter, the child of emotion. 

Yet dear to his country and Erin go bragh. 




THE FRIEND OF THE YOUNG.* 

|£T no cold monument of stone 
Above thy grave be reared — 
Long as our Sabbath Schools are known 
Thy name will be revered. 
Friend of the Young, sleep on in peace. 
In Jesus tliou hast found release ! 

Thou scattered, with a bounteous hand. 

The seeds of heavenly lore. 
And buds of promise from our land 

Scent many a distant shore ; 
Flowers now are blooming, for away. 
First reared by thee on Sabbath-day I 

I knew thee, in the days of youth. 

When side by side we strayed. 
When few were found to prize the truth. 

And fewer near to aid ; 

♦ Mr. William I. Robinson, Secretary of the Belfast Sunday School Union, 
who died in 1841. 
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When Sabbath teachers stood alone — 
To proud Philosophy unknown ! 

I saw thee when a change came o'^r 

The spirit of the age. 
When men approved of Bible lore. 

And searched the sacred page ! 
When teachers, parents, children, all 
Came flocking to the welcome call ! 

Then beamed the light upon thy mind. 

In wisdom's hallowed hour. 
That teachers here should be combined 

In Union, love, and power — 
In Christian fellowship, to prove 
The harmony of Christian love ! 

Apostle of the Young, farewell ! 

Who can thy zeal express ? 
Thy love to children who can tell ? 

Thy truth and uprightness ! 
May thy descending mantle be 
Worn by some faithful one like thee ! 
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CAMPBELL AND KOSCIUSKO. 

At the Funeral of the late Thomas Campbell, in Westminster Abbey, a 
Member of the Deputation from the Literary Association of Poland, of 
which the deceased Poet was the founder, threw into his grave a handful of 
earth, brought from the grave of Kosciusko, near Cracow. 

||H£R£ Cracow's lofty minarets arise. 
The honoured sword of Kosciusko lies. 
I Low in the ground the hero rests, who gave 
The right of freedom to the injured brave ; 
And while in 'Minster's walls the Poet sleeps, 
Scotia bewails her son — Britannia weeps ; 
For him the " Mariners of England" sigh — 
Their ocean-home he filled with melody ; 
** Exile of Erin," far away — forlorn — 
In foreign land thou Campbell's death shalt mourn ; 
He sang thy country's wrongs in plaintive strain — 
Oh who like him shall ever sing again ? 
But " Hope," bright " Hope," which gave his lofty lyre 
Its sweetest strains, and fanned his ardent fire ; 
O'er each, o'er all, spreads wide her golden sky. 
Illumed with beams of immortality. 
As round his grave the noble and the great. 
With solemn gaze, the last sad rites await, 
A noble Pole, of grateful heart as brave. 
With eyes upraised to Heaven, cast in the grave 
A handful of the sacred earth that lay 
On Kosciusko's breast — far, far away ! 
Ne'er did the grave receive more precious trust — 
Ashes to ashes, dust to kindred dust — 
Than when, within one tomb, thus mingled lay 
The Warrior's honoured dust — the Poet's sacred clay I 
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TO THE MEMORY OF 

JAMES DIGGES LA TOUCHE, ESQ., 

Guardian and Secretary to the Sunday-school Society for Ireland. 
Died 13th December, 1826. 

BCULPTORS may carve the sword and plume. 
Upon the warrior's lofty tomb, 
rAnd raise a monumental bust 
Above the laurelled hero's dust. 

Painters may bid the canvas speak 
With lines of light from Beauty's cheek. 
And give us, though the spirit's fled. 
An imaged memory of the dead. 

Poets may snatch the trembling lyre. 
Bid Sorrow flow from every wire. 
When Genius wings on high her flight 
To realms of everlasting light. 

Music may fall upon the ear. 
Like breathings of a higher sphere. 
And Memory from the grave may bring 
The voice and song — the hand and string. 

In vain the chisel leaves behind. 
An emblem of the human mind ; 
In vain the pencil's power to trace 
The hidden lines of heavenly grace. 
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The lyre is mute— the music still : 

O for a song of Zion hill ! 

A loud lament, so sadly wild. 

As when the Psalmist wailed his child. 

Exalted spirit of the dead. 

For thee a nation's tears are shed — 

For thee age, youth, and childhood mourn. 

And tears bedew the Patriot's urn. 

Gifted with strong and liberal mind — 
With talents high and taste refined — 
With bounteous hand as ever shed 
The oil and wine on Sorrow's head. 

Thy heart — Oh 'twas a fount of love ! 
Filled with the dews from Heaven above : 
Thy tears — ^ycs, I have seen them flow. 
As Pity told her tale of woe. 

Friend of my country ! thou art gone. 
To meet around the eternal throne 
A cherub throng, who, by thy care 
On earth, Jehovah's blessings share. 

When Profanation roamed unchained. 
Thou mourn'dst to see God's day profaned- 
A generous few with thee arose. 
To pour a balm o'er Erin's woes. 

The chain that fettered Erm's land. 
Was brokien by thy vent'rous hand — 
The cloud that long obscured our shore 
Was first dispelled by Sabbath lore. 
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FORGET-ME-NOT. 

Whilst Superstition, and her train. 
Are tottering in their dark domain. 
Spirit of light ! thy mande spread 
O'er every faithful teacher's head ! 

Oh may their minds, with knowledge fraught, 
Uprear the tender seeds of thought 
And Genius, which, with liberal hand. 
Nature hath scattered through the land! 

" Thou art not dead — thou could'st not die," — 
The orphan's tears — the widow's sigh — 
Thousands of lisping voices prove 
The record of undying love. 

I dare not weep — I dare not mourn 
O'er the cold ashes of the urn ; 
The life that's hid in Christ must rise 
To claim its birth-place in the skies. 
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FORGET-ME-NOT. 

WER of the wild! that lov'st to wave 
Thy gende form by stream and spring. 
That fliest the scene where torrents rave 
To list the brook's low murmuring. 

The mountain-top and rocky steep. 

Thou leav'st for bolder flowers to grow. 

And lov'st from rushy beds to peep 
By mossy banks and vales below. 
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Flower of the hue so near to Heaven ! 

Sweet emblem of a cloudless sky ! 
Not lovelier are the tints of even. 

Than the blue lustre of thine eye. 

The dew falls on thy gentle breast. 
But finds thee such a fairy flower. 

That scarce one drop on thee can rest 
Of all that Ms at evening hour. 

The butterfly — Creation's gem — 
When sporting in the summer beam. 

Lights not on thee, for fear thy stem 

Would break, and plunge it in the stream. 

The wild bee, humming as it flies. 
Stops not to touch thine azure eye. 

But rests on flowers of larger size. 
To sip and load his yellow thigh. 

Flower with the name to Friendship dear ! 

The lover's pledge — the lover's crest — 
The parting boon of hope and fear. 

The joy and sorrow of the breast. 

I've plucked thee when my heart was young. 
To deck some little fav'rite's hair. 

What time rude necklaces I strung 
Of daisy tops and berries rare. 

I've plucked thee in my boyhood's prime. 
When love and joy were on the wing. 

And wove thee into many a rhyme 
For one the heart loved cherishing. 
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I've plucked thee in my riper years. 

What time the hour of parting came. 
And strove to quell my rising fears 

By breathing forth thy tender name. 

How sweet at mom, or evening hour. 

When with a bosom friend to stray. 
To see thee, dear remembering flower. 

Companion of our lonely way ! 

At such an hour, with such a friend. 

Where sighs the streamlet through the wood, 

I've seen thee to the zephyr bend. 
That kissed tl;ee in thy solitude. 

And never did'st thou look more fair. 

Thou little, lonely, orphan thing. 
Than when she tended thee with care. 

And kept thee long unwithering. 

Flower of the wilderness, farewell ! 

Thou source of many a pleasing thought ; 
Who has not felt the magic spell 

Of thy sweet name, "Forget-mernot!" 



THE FAITHFUL TEACHER. 

To the Memory of Mr. Henry Hall, late Superintendent of the Academy 
Street Sunday School, Belfast. 
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OURN for the dead and sigh. 
All ye whose thoughts arise 
No higher thari the scehery 



That this cold earth supplies. 



300 THE FAITHFUL TEACHER. 

Joy for the dead, all ye 

Who see your friends depart 

Amidst the bright reality 

Which Heavenly hopes impart. 

To them the sting of death 
Has lost its dreaded power. 

And with their fleeting breath 
They hail their parting hour. 

Mourn not ye infant throng. 
Your Teacher shall arise. 

And sweet shall be his song. 
To call you to the skies. 

Weep not, ye Teacher band. 
Your Leader's work was dohe — 

See now he waves his hand. 
And now the triumph's won ! 

While here, the cords of love 
Around you he entwined ; 

And long, unwearied, strove 
To win the in^t mind. 

For you was breathed his prayer — 
For you was heard the sigh ; 

And many, once his c^re. 
Now welcome him on high. 

That prayer full often fell 
Upon my ear and heart. 

Like waters, when they swell. 
All unconfined by art. 
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Farewell ! my harp shall ^ease, 
I dare not mourn for thee ; 

Thy life was love and peace. 
Thy death — serenity. 




SOLITUDE. 

|IRED with the sickening vanities of life. 
Ambition's storm, the transient glow of pride. 
And all the idle frippery of the crowd. 
Oh bear me to the silent shade, where peace 
And innocence, with all the heavenly train 
Of gentler virtues, dwell ! Sequestered there. 
Beneath the lofty mountain's brow, remote 
From city din, oh, let me taste the sweets 
Of inward quietude, and own the charms 
Of mental energy and rural ease ! 
Beside the babbling rill, whose silvery stream 
Steals devious through the mead, or peaceful stretched 
Along the forest verge, where prying gaze 
May never reach me, let me richly feel 
The true sublimity of thought, and rise 
Superior to the empty pageantry. 
And cheating show of sublunary joy. 
The artful mockery of polished tribes. 
That wear a fece of pleasure, while the heart 
Is racked with woe ; the sunny smile, which bids 
You welcome, while dissimulation broods 
Behind, like darkling enemy, your hurt ; 
Envy's supplanting countenance, the frown. 
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The brow of over-bearing arrogance. 
The apish foppery of tinselled fools. 
The sordid gripe of avarice, and all 
The fraud, the villany of busy life. 
Oh, let me never, never witness more ! 

Fair in my view, indulgent Heaven, be joys 
Unbought by artifice, and free from guile ! 
Be mine, in Nature's amphitheatre. 
To roam at large, and own no other lord 
Than Him who framed the starry sky, and bids 
The mighty universe obey His will ! 
Amidst Creation's temple, hallowed shrine ! 
With every beauty round me, earth or sea. 
Or spangled firmament affords ; my soul. 
Exalted with the rapturing view, and filled 
With chastened ecstacy, oh, let me bow. 
And with a reverential awe, proclaim 
The mighty Architect's unerring skill ! 
While care-worn crowds in noisy pleasure waste 
The joyless day away ; and worldlings cry 
For freshened food to whet their blunted lust; 
While revelry and idle merriment 
Usurp dominion in the stately dome. 
And drown the solenm voice of serious thought ; 
While maddening passion fills the sparkling cup 
Of bliss unhallowed, gives the poisonous draught. 
Destruction to the soul ; with wiser aim. 
Be mine to banquet on the purer feast 
Of virtuous happiness, internal peace. 
Enjoyment mental, and divine repose. 
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Soon as the eastern sky, with purpling blush. 
Gives indication of approaching morn ; 
And from the hawthorn spray, the melting song 
Of early linnet calls the feathery tribe 
To raise the choral hymn of gratitude 
To Nature's bounteous Lord ; what time the l^k 
On soaring wing ascends the vaulted Heaven 
To fill the air with melody; and flowers / 
Distend with pearly moisture; be it miAe^ 
To quit the couch of indolence, and breathe 
The genial sweetness of beginning day. 
Amidst the rosy bowers, where woodbines flaunt 
In correspondence kind with mingling plants ; 
Or, in the myrtle arbour stretched, where bloom 
Innumerous herbs, and flowrets all around. 
To lure the pleased continuance, and fill 
The soul with purest, sweetest ecstacy. 
Oh let me sympathise with all around. 
And feast upon the beauties of the scene ! 

Soon as the sun in mid-day grandeur climbs 
The azure sky, and sheds his fervent ray 
On every drooping plant and flower ; what time 
The heavy ox betakes him to the shade. 
And Nature, feebled by the fervid breath 
Of sickening noon, awaits the freshened breeze ; 
Beneath the canopy of fragrant limes. 
That intermingle with the twisting leaves 
Of ivy, creeping through the briery sweets. 
My languid limbs upon the softened couch 
Of mossy verdure, let me gently lay. 
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And nurse imag^ation's airy dreani> 

Or lull the restless stir of thought to peace ! 

When busy labour calls the weary hind 
From rural toil to rest ; when down the hills. 
Along the ruddy West, impatient sinks 
The parting sun, to glad a distant clime ; 
When twilight o'er the fastly-fading HeaVen 
Its paly radiance sheds, and gradual shuts 
The golden gates of day ; soon as the moon. 
Fair regent ! peerless empress of the night ! 
Attended by the star of eve, the fair. 
Though short companion of her silvery way. 
Peeps o'er the eastern hills, with modest smile. 
To ride the starry circle of the sky. 
And glorious lead her planetary train 
In heights sublime ; then, with a heart attuned 
To sensibility, and disenthralled. 
From worldly care, with soul unyoked, nor bowed 
By Time's solicitudes, oh let me own. 
By shady walk, or forest gloom, 'midst bowers. 
Or grottoed cells, or in the broad expanse 
Of stretching plain, or daisy meads, the sweets 
Of meditative thought, the chastened joy 
Of solitude divine, and inward ease ! 

Thus, in the vernal morn, or burning noon. 
Or by the shade at evening's close : 'midst all 
The varying change of wintry storms, or glow 
Of summer sun ; in hours of vernal joy. 
Or when autumnal riches fruitful crown 
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The gladdened earth ; still let me calmly reap 
The solid pleasures of a heart estranged 
From pantomimic and unreal show. 
The noise, the giddy nonsense of the world. 
Whatever of banquet or delicious feast. 
Wisdom and Nature uncontrolled, in scenes 
Where Solitude eternal dwells, afford 
To reason's appetite, indulgent Heaven, 
Oh let me with uncloying fulness share. 
And rise above this lower scene of things. 
Anticipations strong of future joys. 
Where gladnes? pure, and peace eternal reign ! 



TO A LADY ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 

llAYS, months, and years pass quick away. 
What is to-morrow or to-day ? 
Our dreams of childhood, youth, and prime. 
But sands within the glass of Time, 
That fall upon our chequered way. 
To warn us of eternity. 
To-day, our path is strewed with many a flower ; 
To-morrow, angry clouds and tempests lower. 

When first we breathed the vital air. 
Children of sorrow, sin, and care, 
Tis not that birth-day we should prize: 
Ah, no ! our hopes above the skies 
Tell us to look beyond the earth. 
And celebrate the Spirit's birth. 
V 




3o6 THE POETS LOT. 

That birth, though here unseen by human eye. 
Angels behold, and register on high. 

Bom of the Spirit ! thought sublime ! 
Who would not leave revolving Time 
To roll its course from year to year. 
Through changes of an earthly sphere ? 
Who would not leave this mould of clay 
For life and immortality ? 
To claim a heritage where angels dwell. 
Beyond the power of earth — the fear of hell. 




THE POET'S LOT. 

|FT, 'midst the winter snows 

Full many a flowret lies 
Unheeded, till the Poet's eye 
Its loneliness descries. 

And oft the Poet's lot. 

Like to the winter flower. 
Unknown — unheeded by the world — 

Has many a chilling hour. 

But he has hours of Joy, 
The rugged steep he braves. 

Holds high communion with the hills. 
Wild fellowship with caves. 
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Soars on the wings of thought. 

Where orbs unnumbered roll. 
And, in his high imaginings. 

Traverses pole to pole. 

The Poet loves to sing 

The deep unfathomed sea — 
The uncorrupt — the unsubdued — 

The beautiful — the free ! 



In reverie descends 

Below its surging waves. 
And wakes the melody of song 

Within its coral caves. 

Creations of his mind. 

By thought's electric power. 
Are telegraphed from heart to heart 

In many a sleepless hour. 

While Genius lives, reward. 

Uphold the Poet's name — 
What is the legacy of praise. 

The heritage of fame ? 

As man he cannot live 
On earthly fame alone — 

Heaven's boon to man on earth is bread- 
Earth's boon, a chiselled stone ! 



3o8 DOUNE COTTAGE, 

DOUNE COTTAGE, 

PERTHSHIRE. 

IT was an Autumn day, at noon. 




When first I gazed on bonnie Doune ; 
I Crossing the bridge, where flows beneath 
The waters of the lovely Teith, 
A garden burst upon mine eye. 
Fragrant and fair as Araby. 
Roses of many a tribe were there. 
As if the owner's taste and care 
Were given to cultivate the flower 
That reigns supreme in Flora's bower. 
A jet of water, sportive playing. 
Its rainbow hues were there displaying ; 
Now like a feather, gracefiil bending — 
Now bright in silvery spray ascending : 
And e'en the sculptor's art was found 
Adorning that enchanted ground. 
Milton, with eye upraised to Heaven 
The chisel faithfully hath given. 
As if from such a scene of bliss. 
The Bard had visioned Paradise ! 
And Scott, with antiquated eye. 
Sat penning Border Minstrelsy ; 
Or tales of Doune's old castle telling. 
Where Ardoch and the Teith are swelling. 
When seated in the rustic bower. 
Gazing without on many a flower, 
Methought, if Peace sought place of rest. 
Here she might safely build her nest. 
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Adorned with many a climbing rose, 
Doune Cottage lay in calm repose ; 
Within its peaceful door I found, 
I stood on hospitable ground : 
Enough to say, that maiden there 
Spread plenteously her Scottish fare ; 
A feast by intellect refined — 
A banquet to the taste and mind* 
Fve travelled far o'er Scotia's land. 
Welcomed by many a heart and hand ; 
Rambled o'er mountains and o'er moors. 
Found open hearts and open doors ; 
But never met a warmer boon 
Than Jeanie gave in Cot of Doune. 



"I SHALL SEE HIM AS HE IS." 

To the Memory of a Sabbath School scholar, who died repeating the 
above words. 

|S He is I soon shall see Him, 

Like Him soon I shall appear ; 
Lot His angels now are coming. 
Hark ! His chariot wheels are near. 

Thus, in glorious expectation. 
Faith, and Hope, and holy Love, 

Bore the sufferer triumphant 
To her Saviour's arms above. 
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Wail not for her, school companions. 
When you see her vacant seat ; 

Now she fills a higher station 
At her dear Redeemer's feet. 

Oft with you, in holy numbers. 
She was wont to raise the strain ; 

Now she sings her hallelujahs 

To the Lamb that once was slain. 

Sister spirits now are near her. 
Abler far to know her worth 

Than the fondest and the dearest 
Of the sisterhood on earth. 

Now, above all human learning. 
Heavenly wisdom fills her breast ; 

Now she shares one endless Sabbath, 
One eternity of rest. 

Sabbath School, if thou hadst never 
To the skies one record given. 

This memorial would enrol thee 
In the registry of Heaven. 

Sabbath School, thou ark of mercy. 
Safely thou shalt float along. 

Earthly deluge cannot harm thee, 
God's thy builder — thou art strong. 

Freighted with a precious cargo 
Waves nor winds can ne'er annoy. 

Thou shalt reach thy destination — 
Ararat shall shout with joy. 
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A VOICE FROM INDIA. 

The Rev. Alexancfer Kerr, one of the General Assembly's Missionaries to' 
India, died at Rajkote, i6th August, 1841. 

IN India's groves, the towering palm 

Lifts high its feathery plumes to Heaven ; 
The golden orange sheds its balm — 
Perfume to flower and fruit is given : 
But he is gone who shed abroad 
The fragrance of the Word of God. 

In Rama there is heard a wail — 

Lo! Rachel for her children weepeth ; 

They are not — and the mournful tale. 
He is not — no, alas ! he sicepeth. 

The sleep of death now seals the eye 

That fondly gazed on eastern sky. 

For it he left his father-land — 

His Church, his heritage, and nation — 

Perilled his life on India's strand. 
To spread the tidings of salvation. 

He lived a Saviour to proclaim — 

And died, rejoicing in His name. 

There's mourning 'neath the palm-tree shade. 
Where now his honoured form is sleeping ; 

His brother seeks in vain his aid. 
His widow and his sister weeping — 

His little one no more shall hear 

The voice that soothed his infant ear". 
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There's mourning where the Hindoo roams. 
For still is now the voice of kindness — 

Mourning within our Church and homes 
For cold neglect and long supineness — 

For God in judgment just, hath said. 

Mourn Christians ! o'er your scanty aid. 

Zion, arise ! put on thy might — 

The heathen calls, awake to duty ! 
No longer let the clouds of night 

Enshroud thy splendour and thy beauty — 
The voice of thy departed son 
Cries that " the work is scarce begun."* 

And shall his last loud dying call 

Be heard at home and unattended ? 
Would warriors leave the rampart wall 

To be by one lone guard defended ? 
No ; — though forlorn the hope should be. 
Thousands would rush to victory ! 

Or does the merchant cease to toil 

Because the wild sirocco sweepeth 
Its wings of death o'er India'&.soil, 

Where many a son of commerce sleepeth ? 
No ; — love of gold drowns every sense. 
Braves burning winds and pestilence. 

And shall our Church in doubting stand. 
While warriors in the field are falling ? — 

• « I would say to the Church, that, until six labourers are in this province, 
two in Rajkote, two in Poorbunder, and two in the direction of Gogo, the 
work can scarcely be regarded as begun.'*'* — Extract from Mr. Kerr*s last letter. 
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Shall Rajkote's litde mourning band. 

For speedy help in vain be calling ? 
Zion, awake ! go forth with speed. 
And succour in the time of need ! 

" The work is scarce begim," so long 
As India for thy help is crying — 

Go, stand amidst the heathen throng. 
Between the living and the dying — 

Burnish thy tarnished sword and shield. 

And haste thee to the battle-field ! 



TO THE QJJEEN, 

ON THE OCCASION OF HER MAJESTY's FIRST VISIT TO IRELAND. 

I. 

COME, Lady Queen, to our Isle of the Ocean, 

The greenest, the fairest, the gayest on earth ; 
We welcome thy coming with heartfelt emotion ; 
Thy presence will gladden our home and our hearth. 
We love, we revere thee. 
In homage draw near thee. 
With a cead milefailte we give thee good cheer ; 
Victoria, we hail thee. 
Our harps shall regale thee — 
The harp is the music for Royalty's ear. 

II. 

We sighed for thee oft when the big clouds were looming — 
When the limine was heavy and sore in the land ; 
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We shared of thy hoimt§^^md h&B^goi for thy coming, 
Whatt tfe iiMmmi^ heart gives the press to his hand : 

Though many belie him. 

He's true when you try him ; 
His love, like his mountains, is lasting for aye — 

More prone to believe thee 

Than e'er to deceive thee. 
He oft may be doubted, but ne'er can betray. 

III. 

We hail thee amongst us. Fair Queen of the Islands ! 

Bright Gem of the Ocean, Victoria agragh! 
Our sons will go with thee o'er valleys and highlands. 
Our daughters enchant thee with ** Erin go braghT 

Then come, see our fair ones. 

For they arc the rare ones — 
Our mothers, and sisters, and wives, by our side. 

Will go forth to meet thee. 

With blessings will greet thee. 
And boast of Victoria with womanly pride. 

IV. 

Then, hurrah for the Queen ! and for Albert the Royal ! 

For all in their train, of whatever degree ! 
Our hands they are strong and our hearts they are loyal. 
And warm is our welcome, dear cushla ma chree ! 

Victoria ! come near us ; 

Thy presence will cheer us. 
Though Albion be wealthy, and Scotia be wise. 

Our hearts you will find them 

In warmth not behind them. 
And sooner made glad by the light of thine eyes. 
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V, 

Our Shamrock is softer by far than the headier. 
When sparkles the dew on its emerald breast ; 
It will yield to thy tread like the down of the feather — 
No Queen of the Isles has its triple-leaf pressed. 
Oh come and entwine it ; 
With the Thistle combine it. 
And mingle its green with the blush of the Rose : 
From thy bosom for ever 
No rude hand shall sever 
This bright pledge of Union and Erin's repose ! 
1849. 




SPARE, WARRIORS, SPARE ! 

TO OUR SOLDIERS BEFORE THE CAPTURE OF DELHI. 

PARE, warriors spare, when Victory gains 

Her triumph o'er a heathen foe ! 
Oh ! deepen not the bloody stains 
Of Delhi in her overthrow. 

Let not Cawnpore's sepulchral well 
Madden your arm to take revenge ; 

Hate is the attribute of Hell — 
God in His justice will avenge. 

The soldier born in Britain's land — 
Land of the Bible and of prayer — 

Should, combating a heathen band, 
The innocent in mercy spare. 



3i6 HAIL, WARRIORS, HAIL! 

The heathen is our brother man, 
B7 birth, and heritage^ and sin : 

We have been taught Redemption's plan ; 
Untutored he, and dark within. 

God's Word and messengers of love 
Proscribed, while idols were sustained. 

Reveal to earth, and Heaven above. 
What England's policy has gained. 

In mercy, then, the heathen spare ; 

Their Prophet's fidse — our God is true ; 
Oh ! hearken to our Saviour's prayer — 

" Forgive, they know not what they do." 

Spare, warriors, spare ! — nor tarnish now 
Fair England's bright, unsullied shield ; 

Oh ! spare the innocent, and vow 
Death only on the battle-field. 




HAIL, WARRIORS, HAIL! 

TO OUR SOLDIERS AFTER THE CAPTURE OF DELHI. 

AIL, warriors, hail ! — in battle fray 

The helpless found you strong to save ; 
The glorious deeds of Delhi's day 
Crowned you compassionate as brave. 

Mother, and child, and maiden young. 
And feeble age, were free from harm ; 

Around the weaponless was flung 
The safeguard of a Briton's arm. 
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By Christian warriors Delhi fell ; 

Cawnpore by heathen fiends was riven ; 
Torture's the carnival of Hell — 

Mercy's the attribute of Heaven. 

Oh ! never shone a brighter star 

On England's shield and England's name 

Than when glad tidings from a^r 

Twined mercy with fair England's feme. 

And never came a louder call 

To bend the knee in solemn prayer 
Then when the tale of Delhi's fall 

Told that to conquer was to spare. 

Oh ! may the olive branch of Peace 

Soon wave o'er India's fertile shore ! 
May Gospel light and love increase. 

And Jesus reign for evermore! 

Hail, warriors, hail ! — your battles here 

Uncertain are of gain or loss : 
Fight the good fight — the end is near ; 

Be faithful soldiers of the Cross ! 



ERIN'S LAMENT FOR WELLINGTON. 

'< Renown clothed him like a robe. The light of his fame is great.**-* OuMiff. 

IH ! he was mine own one, the flower of my mountains. 
The light of mine eyes when he stood by my knee ; 
He roamed o'er my green hills, and drank of my fountains. 
And lay in my bosom, my Cushlamachree ! 
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Oh! I nursed him with care, and the fond recollections 
Of his love long ago sweet memorials impart 

Though England may boast of his manhood's affections. 
Sure the boyhood of love is the love of the heart. 

The strains of my harp woke the songs of his childhood. 
As his voice in the halls of old Dangan was heard ; 

Oh ! these were the days, when, by mountain and wild wood, 
The deeds of the brave were the theme of the bard ! 

When high rose the war-cry, by land and by ocean. 
He trembled for freedom — for France was the foe : 

He girt on his sword, in his young heart's devotion. 
And proud was his country the boon to bestow. 

Long, long flashed that sword 'midst the tumult of nations ; 

It smote but to conquer — it conquered to save ! 
Till, gloriously sheathed 'midst the world's acclamations. 

The blessings of peace and of freedom it gave. 

He is gone from life's battle-field, honoured and hoary ; 

Beloved by Victoria, bewailed by the brave ; 
With a name more renowned, and more fragrant of glory. 

Than fame e'er inscribed on the conqueror's grave. 

He is gone ! and the Banshee in Dangan is wailing ; 

The music is still in the court and the hall ; 
The hearts of the strong ones with sorrow are failing. 

And the warrior's scabbard has dropped from the wall. 

He is gone ! but is deathless in history's pages — 
The high-born of Erin — her own one, agra ! 

And thus shall his name be recorded to ages : 
Wellington — Waterloo— Erin-go-bragh ! 
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TO MRS. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE. 

ON HER ARRIVAL IN BRITAIN. 

IHOU art come from thy forest-land over the ocean. 

On thine errand of mercy and mission of love ; 
Thou art come in the full tide of woman's devotion. 
Thine armour the olive — thine ensign the dove ! 

While gladly we hail thee, of Freedom the omen. 
The wisdom of Heaven in thine efforts we scan : 

The sling and the stone, in the hands of a woman. 
Have smitten the giant oppressor of man ! 

Thy Story hath startled the world from its dreaming ; 

The nations have wept at the wrongs of the slave : 
The day-star of Liberty, hopefully beaming. 

Is gilding the mountain, the valley, the wave. 

Oh ! who has not wept at thy truthful revealings ! — 

The mother heart-broken, bereft of her child ! 
The fether in fetters, with agonized feelings, 
. 'Midst lashes and curses, despised and reviled ! 

Thy pen hath done more, by its thrilling narration. 

To hasten the triumph of Slavery's fall. 
Than e'er was achieved by the lofty oration ' 

Of pulpit or college, of senate or hall. 

Thou hast drawn back the curtain of national blindness. 
And poured on thy country a flood-tide of light ; 

Hast taught the great lesson, that ruling by kindness 
Is the ruling of wisdom — the ruling of might. 
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When the cry of oppression ascended to Heaven, 
The Angel of Mercy descended to thee ; 

The cause of the Slave to thy genius was given : 
Thou hast wielded the pen, and the Negro — is free ! 

The Negro is free by the laws of creation ; 

He is free by the verdict of righteous men : 

He is free, independent of colour or nation ; 

He is free — he is free by the touch of thy pen ! 
1853. 




THE WALDENSES. 

Suggested by the visit of the deputation from the Synod of the Vaudois Church 
to the General Assembly of the Presbyterian Church in Ireland. 

low beautiful to see upon the mountains 
The feet of him who cometh from afar, 
kinging refreshing streams from Piedmont's fountains— 
The messenger of peace in time of war ! 
O Lord of Hosts! the glory be to thee; 
The dwellers in the Alpine wilds are free. 

Come to our hearts and homes, ye loved Waldenses! 

Descendants true of witness-bearing sires. 
Who, with their kindred brave, the Albigenses, 

Ne'er quailed at death by torture, flood, or fires ; 
Though oft to butchery and to prison doomed. 
Dice Horeb's burning bush, still unconsumed. 

By dark ravine, high crag, and deep morass. 
Blood track'd their pathway for the fiendish foe. 

Crimsoned the lily of the mountain pass. 

And cried to Heaven from drifts of blushing snow. 
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Baptized with blood and purified with flame. 
Hallowed the Church that bears their deathless name. 

Lineal descendants of a rank unbroken. 

Stretching from Olive Mount to Alpine height; 

God and His Holy Word their trust and token — 
Their pillar-cloud by day and fire by night : 

When darkness triumphed and the light was gone, 

A lingering ray on Piedmont's mountains shone. 

Proud, trophied Greece, in all her ancient glory — 
The prowess of her might in battle fray — 

Her records on the page of classic story — 
Her Marathon and famed Thermopylae — 

Fade like the morning star before the sun. 

When Dora's Bridge is named, by Arnaud won. 

Church of the living God ! awake, and strengthen 
The hands long chained in dungeons dark and lone ; 

Church of our Presbyterian Others ! lengthen 
The cords entwined so closely with thine own : 

Awake ! awake ! — Zion, put on thy might ! 

Oh, help the strong in faith — the brave in fight ! 
1855. 
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TO THE COMET OF FIFTEEN HUNDRED AND 
FIFTY-SIX. 

BHY tarriest thou so long from us, lone pilgrim of the sky ? 
If true unto thy orbit's course, thy presence should be 
nigh. 

Thou'lt find a mighty change on earth, and all things here below. 
Since first our fathers gazed on thee, three hundred years ago. 

Then darkness brooded o'er the world, and man looked up to thee 
As some dread harbinger of ill — some fiery prodigy ; 
But now, in Eighteen Fifty-seven, if coming, thou wilt find 
Men calmly scrutinizing thee with philosophic mind. 

The laws of Nature now they scan with such apparent ease. 
That our Astronomers assert the Moon's not made of cheese ; 
And learned Geologists do find, when delving with the spade. 
The vestiges of other worlds, ere ever man was made. 

When, long ago, the Prophet caused the axe's head to float. 
It was a wondrous work of power for such an age remote ; 
But now, O Comet ! thou wilt find, what must astonish thee. 
Whole fleets of iron ships afloat upon the stormy sea. 

No steamers paddled through the deep when thou wert here 

before ; 
Regardless now of wind or tide, they reach a foreign shore : 
Not more astonished wilt thou be than was the Russian Czar, 
When steam shut up his craven fleet, all in the time of war. 

Thoult hear the pufiing engine's snort, the whistle's startling cry. 
And see the bright and burning gas that dims the stars on high ; 
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And photographic art will try its magic skill on thee. 

While penny-post will wing thy form o'er distant land and sea. 

And swifter than thy heavenly flight, and unimpelled by fire, 

A mighty rival thou wilt find in the electric wire — 

Flashing our thoughts, with lightning haste, to earth's remotest 

clime. 
Outstripping speed, o'erreaching space, beyond the march of 

Time. • 



' THE MASTER IS COME, and CALLETH FOR THEE." 

John xl. 28. 
IJHE Master is come, and He calleth for thee. 




Accept of the call, and for ever be free ; 
When once He is come to the penitent heart. 
He comes to abide, and shall never depart. 

He comes to the weary, and rest He supplies ; 
He comes to the blind, and He opens their eyes ; 
He comes to the soul, heavy laden with sin ; — 
He knocks at the door, and in love He comes in. 

The Master is come, and He calls thee by name. 
And writes in His book of remembrance the same ; 
There written, thy name shall for aye be enrolled 
With the lambs of His flock, and the sheep of His fold.' 

By His Spirit He comes, as on wings of a dove. 
Refreshing thy soul with the dew of His love ; 
He comes by His Word, with the message of peace. 
And gives to the sin-holden captive release. 
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Oh sinner ! come noto^ and no longer delay. 
To Jesus, the life, and the truth, and the way ; 
His offered salvation accept, and be free — 
The Master is come, and He calleth for thee. 




TO THE PRINCESS ROYAL, 

ON THEOCCASION OF HER MARRIAGE. 

On being presented, by upwards of 6,000 of the Maidens of the United 
Kingdom, with a copy of the Holy Scriptures, bound in the richest dark 
purple Morocco, mounted with clasps and comer pieces of the purest gold, 
and contained in a casket of British Oak. 

there dower beside, for the Royal bride. 
Save her gold and diamonds rare ? 
I Oh ! yes ; there is given, through the blessing of Heaven, 
The Word, with the voice of prayer. 
The Maidens of Britain and Erin's green land 
Have placed the pure Gospel of Truth in her hand. 

When the lustre is gone from the gems that shone 

So bright on her bridal day. 
Heaven's Lamp of Light, with its flame ever bright. 

Shall bum and enlighten for aye. 
For a Royal bride, of all precious things. 
There is nought like the Law of the ELing of kings. 

Fair Albion's rose ! may thy beauties disclose — 

Thou wast reared on a noble stem ! 
May thy virtues bloom, and thy worth perfume 

Thy deeds and thy diadem ! 
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Like thy mother, beloved and loving be found. 
Dispensing sweet fragrance to all around. 

When each heart and hand in thy new fatherland 

Bestrew thy path with flowers. 
Oh ! never forget the example set 

In the home of thy childhood's hours ! 
May the Bible lessons thy mother taught 
Be thy safeguard in heart, in word, and thought ! 
1858. 




APPEAL 

On behalf of the Widow and Children of the late Rev. Wm. Crotty, Galway. 

lURE and undefiled religion 

Is to visit in distress 
I Her. who sits a lonely widow 
And her children fatherless ; 
This, before our God and Father, 

Is more precious to behold 
Than earth's costliest oblation. 

Richer than her mines of gold ; 
Deeds of mercy reach the skies. 
Breathing fragrance as they rise. 

Where the shores of ancient Galway 

Bound the surge of western wave. 
There a widow's tears are falling 

On a fond, fond husband's grave ; 
There her little ones are wailing- 

For a father ever dear — 
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Is there no kind hand to pity. 

None to soothe and succour near ? 
What thou doest do with speed, . ! 

Haste to help in time of need. | 

Now, when blessed with peace and plenty. 

Harvest prospects bright and fair. 
Bring your offering to the altar. 

Leave it with the widow there ; 
Then returning to thy household. 

Will thy coffers be the less ? 
No ; God loves a cheerfid giver. 

And his treasures will increase. 
Comfort to the orphans bring. 
Make the widow's heart to sing ! 

Ye who share a Saviour's kindness 

In your basket and your store. 
Haste and help the lonely widow. 

Giving but increaseth more. 
Ten lone orphans claim your bounty. 

To be nurtured for above ; 
Feed and clothe them, early train them 

In the ways of faith and love ; 
Lead their tender minds to God, 
In the path their father trod. 

Thus will undefiled religion 

Be exemplified and known. 
Faith, with works thus harmonising, 

Shall in unison be shown. 



1856. 
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He who lived and died to save us 

Spent His life in doing good. 
Will be glorified and honoured. 

All His lessons understood. 
When by works His people prove. 
Faith a kindred tie to love. 




THE CHILDREN'S BAZAAR. 

HILDREN, give your Christmas presents. 

Books, and balls, and tops, and toys ; 
Sport and play are pleasant pastimes — 
Doing good has higher joys. 

Bring to our Bazaar your treasures. 

Help the littie Connaught child ; 
You have happy homes and plenty. 

He a sbeiling in the wild. 

While you rest at home in safety. 

Many a hungry littie one 
Ranges o'er the hills of Connaught, 

Seeking food and finding none. 

You have friends and teachers near you. 

While the ragged Connaught boy 
Barefoot travels, worn and weary. 

One short lesson to enjoy. 

Come and buy ye fathers — mothers, 

Gratefiil for your children's lot ; 
Come and buy ! ye brothers — sisters. 

Thankful that you have been taught. 
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Come and buy ! and see our tables^ 
We have everything to sell. 

And you'll eat your Christmas dinner 
Nothing worse for doing well. 




THE VICTORIA FETE ON QUEEN'S ISLAND, 

Commemofadve of her Majesty's Visit to Belfast. 

PRIZE POEM. 

I. 

|HE big clqjads hung dark on the old Hill of Caves, 

] There was mist on the mountains, and storm on the 
waves. 

And many an eye 

Gazed that mom on the sky. 
When sudden the Sun in his glory was seen 
Coming forth in his chariot to welcome the Queen ! 

II. 

No sceptre she held in her fair hand that day. 
When her flag floated high o'er our beautiful bay ; 

In the midst of acclaim 

All dove-like she came. 
And peacefully wielded her olive-branch wand 
O'er the green fields of Ulster — our dear fttherland. 

III. 

There was joy on tliat high day in every breast. 
The striving of love who could love her the best ; 
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On all as she smiled^ 

So benignant and mild. 
Each eye beamed with gladness^ as if it could trace 
A smile to itself in the glance of her face. 



JV. 

She came in the grace of her womanly love. 
The Irishman's ardent affections to move ; 

His Cttsbia macbree 

Filled her heart with such glee. 
That oft, to her Albert, she said with delight — 
"His head may be wrong, but his heart's in the right." 



V. 

She came in the might of her motherly charms. 
Her husband her armour — her children her arms ; 

With these by her side. 

She may roam hx and wide ; 
Her armies may go to contend with her foes : 
Her guards are her subjects, wherever she goes. 



VI. 

She came in the warmth of her generous breast : 
She heard of the wounded — the sick — the distrest : 

All freely she sent 

To the funds nearly spent, 
A boon to our Charities, worthy the name 
Of Victoria — humanity — royalty — fame. 



1 
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VII. 

Hurrah for the Queen ! may posterity see 
Each year, on this island, a grand jubilee : 

May Minstrels arise 

To contend for the prize ; 
And Bards, yet unborn, sing the joys of the past- 
Of Victoria, and Albert, and loyal Belfast. 
1850. 




THE FAITHFUL PASTOR, 

IN THE CLOSET, THE CHURCH, AND THE WORLD. 

Exemplified in the life, character, and death of the Rev. Alex. Crawford, 
Randalstown. 

IN THE CLOSET. 

)W upon the mount, like Moses, 

With his God in converse there, 
1 Now like faithful Jacob wrestling 
In the agony of prayer ; 
Deep the fervour of his spirit 

For the flock he has to guide ; 
For the way to heaven is narrow 
And the way to hell is wide. 

With the Book of Life before him. 

As the miner seeks for ore. 
Night and day incessant searching — 

Searching for the precious lore ; 
Drawing thought from scenes immortal. 

Images from sea and land ; 
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Wreathing words with flowers from heaven 
Fragrant from an angel's hand. 

Thus, with solemn preparation. 

Forth he goes to preach the Word — 
Christ's ambassador to sinners. 

Armoured with the Spirit's Sword. 
Thus the Pastor, in the closet. 

Holds with God communion there ; 
Enters on his Sabbath labours 

With his spirit bathed in prayer. 



IN THE CHURCH. 

Bright his fragrant censer burning. 

And the Lamp of Life in hand ; 
Now within the sacred pulpit. 

See the faithful Pastor stand. 
As of olden time, like Aaron, 

To the rescue he has sped. 
Standing, pleading, interceding, 

Tween the living and the dead ! 

Eyes and hands upraised to heaven. 

Solemn is the hour of prayer. 
Where, in truth and spirit worshipped, 

God is ever present there ; 
There the Holy Spirit breathing. 

From the four winds on the slain, 
Lo ! the sleeping bones awaking, 

Start to life and light again ! 
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Now the lessons of the preacher 

Fall like manna on the ground. 
Though the gatherers be scanty. 

Thick it lieth all around ; 
Christ the all in all to sinners, 

Christ the crucified his theme,. 
Christ alone the hope of glory, 

Christ the mighty to redeem. 



IN THE WORLD. 

Lively, tender, solemn, faithful. 

Artless as the playful child ; 
To the froward — meek and gentle — 

To the proud and haughty — mild ; 
In his walk and conversation. 

Firm, consistent, and refined — 
In his language, pure and simple. 

Sanctified in heart and mind. 

Of his missionary spirit 

India's sultry clime can tell — 
Kindred, home, and country leaving, 

'Mong the heathen there to dwell. 
Long will he who writes remember. 

And remembering, revere 
Him whose friendship and affection 

Claim the homage of a tear. 

Patient long in tribulation. 
Tried by suffering severe. 



1856. 
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Days of pain and nights of weeping. 

But the Comforter was near ; 
In the furnace of affliction. 

Still the Son of Man was nigh — 
He who suffered in our nature 

Bent on him a brother's eye. 




A PRAYER IN TIME OF WAR. 

" Thou hast covered my head in the day of battle." — Psalm cxl. 7. 

ELP, Lord ! for our trust and our strength is in Thee ; 
Go forth with our armies by land and by sea ; 
In horses and chariots in vain we confide> 
If the Ruler of Nations is not on our side. 
When our soldiers and sailors go forth in array. 
Oh ! cover their heads in the battle affray. 

Thou wast near on that day when the tyrant sent forth 
His myrmidon hordes from the fens of the North ; 
When his blood-thirsty eagles from Alma looked round. 
And flapped their black wings on their high vantage-ground. 
Witli our soldiers thou wast in the charge and hurrah ! 
And didst cover their heads on that terrible day. 

Thou didst give, in that rush of resistless advance. 

High ^une to the armies of England and France ; 

By honour united, by valour allied. 

They fought and they conquered — they bled and they died. 

For the brave who survive and march onward we pray. 

Oh ! cover their heads to the tyrant's dismay. 
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Oh ! help when the wounded are writhing in pain, 
'Midst the groans of the d3ang — the heaps of the slain ; 
Send forth the Physician to soothe from above. 
With the oil and the wine, and the bahn of His love. 
Oh ! bind up the wounded and comfort bestow. 
And cover their heads in the time of their woe. 

Help, Lord ! when the pestilence wasteth by day. 
And sweepeth our soldiers and sailors away ; 
Oh ! hasten, and cease in thy judgments to smite 
With the arrow by day, and the terror by night; 
Bear them up in thine arms, that, when looking to Thee, 
Their heads may be covered by land and by sea. 

Oh ! help when our widows are bending the knee — 
When the fatherless children are pleading with Thee ; 
To their cry and their claims may the nation give heed. 
And succour afford in the time of their need. 
Our widows and orphans. Oh ! Lord, do thou bless. 
And cover their heads in the day of distress. 
1854. 



BLESSED WATER. 

LESSED water— liquid gem. 
Star on earth's green diadem ; 
Sparkling, flowing, onward going. 
Blessings all around bestowing ; 
Man and beast refreshing them ; 
Beautiful thou art to see. 
Orb of spotless purity. 
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Blessed water, soothing power 
In the dewdrop and the shower. 

Thou art falling — gently falling — 

To the thirsty earth out calling. 
Waking many a sleeping flower ; 

Bud and blossom, fruit and tree. 

Nursed and nourished are by thee. 

Blessed water, brewed by God, 
Oozing from the mountain sod. 

Lisping, singing, diamonds flinging. 

Pearls of light and beauty stringing, 
Laughing at the wild flowers nod ; 

Rippling, wimpling, babbling still. 

Melodizing rock and rill ? 

Blessed water, bold and bright 
In the glacier's dizzy height ; 

Fearless glancing, reckless dancing, 

Down the trackless ravine prancing, 
Silvering snow flakes in thy flight ; 

Weaving, when thy work is done. 

Golden gauze around the sun. 

Blessed water — lovely thing — 
Dewdrop on an angePs wing ; 

Rainbows dyeing, stars outvieing. 

In the rosebud cradle lying ; 
Wild deer lapping mountain spring. 

Misty morn of summer day 

Rolling silvery clouds away. 
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Blessed water, in the wild 
Saving Hagar and her child ; 

Faint and weary, lone and dreary. 
Weeping, wandering, uncheery ; 
From their Hebrew home exiled. 
Blessed water, fount of joy. 
Life to Hagar and her boy. 

Blessed water, doubly blest. 
When the parched tongue and breast. 
Panting, dying, nought descrying. 
But the phantom mirage flying. 
Mid'st the burning sands distrest ; 
Boon of heaven — help at hand. 
In the dry and desert land. 

Blessed water, with a shock 
Gushing from the smitten rock ; 
No delaying — onward straying. 
Prophet's rod and will obeying — 
Following still the wandering flock 
Meribah with strea^is abound, 
Zin and Kadesh greet the sound. 
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THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH CABLE. 

** Glory to God in the highest, on earth peace, good-will toward men.*'- 
LuKsii. 14. 

lEEP down in ocean bed 
Lies the electric thread. 
Still as the babe in its cradle asleep : 
Though in the upper wave. 
Tempests and storms may rave. 
Peaceful it rests in its home of the deep. 

Triumph of modern day ! 

Marvel of history ! 
Wonder of earthy and strange guest of the sea ! 

Heaven's electricity 

Talking explicitly — 
Speaking alike to the bond and the free ! 

Test of the ocean's chart ! 

Throb of the ocean's heart ! 
Now 'mid the coral reefs threading along ! 

Travelling at viewless speed. 

O'er rocks and tangled weed. 
Startling the mermaid when shelling her song. 

Wafted from shore to shore, 

'Neath the Atlantic roar, 
" Glory to God," was thy message of love ; 

'* Peace and good-will to man," 

Swift as the lightning ran. 
Echoed on earth and recorded above. 
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Depths of the vocal sea. 
Praise give, O Lord, to thee ; 

Rivers of waters bear onward the Word : 
Hark ! how the floods rejoice, 
lifting their mighty voice ! 

Science is come to the help of the Lord ! 

Preacher of peace on earth ! 

Nations shall hail thy birth ; 
Brethren and kinsmen, long living apart. 

Now shall united be. 

Living in harmony. 
Knitting the long severed chords of the heart ! 

Shed forth thy stream of light. 
Old and new world unite ; 

Bright be thy spark in the caves of the deep : 
Long may thy bond of peace. 
Faith, hope, and love increase. 

Thousands rejoicing thy festival keep. 

Herald of good to man. 
Soon may thy mighty span. 

Compass the earth and encircle the sea ; 
Then the redeemed shall raise 
Anthems of love and praise. 

Truth is triumphant — the nations are free. 



858^ 
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RECOGNITION. 

A BROTHER AND SISTER IN HEAVEN. 

Suggested by the recent bereavements in the ^mily of the Rev. 
David Hamilton. 

IH ! why did you tarry so long behind. 
When your sister you loved so well 
Was tuning her harp in the realms above — 
In her new-bom home of joy and love. 
Where saints and where angels dwell ? 

Were you waiting the scent of the hawthorn tree 

To be shed on your early tomb? 
Oh ! what were the blossoms of fleeting May 
To the flowers of Heaven that last for aye. 

All clothed in eternal bloom ? 

For the flowers of the earth I tarried not. 

Their fragrance all fled with thee ; 
What cared I then, oh ! my sister dear. 
For the blossoms of spring to deck my bier. 

When thou wert away from me. 

Then, brother, why didst thou not sooner come. 

And all earthly ties forego ? 
Oh ! my sister dear, a father's prayer, 
A mother's love and a mother's care. 

Made home like a Heaven below ! 

Welcome, oh ! welcome, my brother dear. 

Hark ! hark ! to the angel throng. 
They are singing their highest, holiest strain. 
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*' All worthy the Lamb that on earth was slain," 
Let us hasten and join the song ! 

Put on, put on> this garment so white. 

Take this harp of gold in thine hand. 
And we will away on the pinions of love. 
More swift by far than the wings of the dove. 
To join with the Heayenly band. 

Together we'll climb the eternal hills. 

And gather undying flowers ; 
We will pluck the leaves of the living vine. 
And with Sharon's unfading rose combine 

The hues of the rainbow bowers. 

We are gone, we arc gone on our ether wings. 

Now upward and onward we rise ; 
We were one below, my brother dear. 
We are one in a higher, holier sphere — 
Our home is the home of the skies ! 
1854. 



THE REV. DAVID HAMILTON. 

DIED JANUARY 1860. 
"He was a fiuthfiil man, and feared God above many.*'--NEH. vii. 2. 

! the Prophet's lamentation. 
As he stood by Jordan's shore — 
O my father! O my father!" 
Art thou gone for evermore ? 
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Weeping Prophet, cease thy mourning : 

Liveth not Elijah's God ? 
Bind his fallen mantle round thee ; 

Travel on the way he trod. 

In the darkest night of sorrow. 

Oft a dawn of light is nigh ; 
When the stars are dimly burning. 

Brighter shines the moonlit sky. 

There are songs for those in sadness ; 

Angels' voices fill the air, 
Whisp'ring strains of consolation. 

Comforting with praise and prayer. 

Weeping widow ! oh, thou lone one ! 

Jesus is thy Husband now — 
Sister, Spouse by tribulation : 

Pledge to Him the marriage-vow. 

Weeping children ! He's your Father : 

" Come, ye, little ones, to me ; 
Such are of My heavenly kingdom," 

And for evermore shall be. 

Weeping flock ! oh, cease bewailing — 

He who guided you will guide : 
He who gave at first a Pastor, 

Still in wisdom will provide. 

Workman ! in thy toil unwearied. 

Many a poor one owned thy care ; 
By the sick-bed and the dying. 

Like thy Master, thou wert there. 
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Watchful — prayerful — up and doing- 
Scattering blessings all around : 

Instant in and out of season. 
Breaking up the fallow ground. 

Traveller! rest; thy journey's ended: 
With thy children gone before. 

Now a new song thou art singing 
To the Lamb for evermore. 

There's a rest for God's own people. 

Heritage of endless love ; 
There's a joy, all fidl of glory — 

Joy unspeakable— above ! 



LILY. 

HE came to my home in her sunshine and glee, 
I And bonnle, and blithesome, and happy was she. 
I Her dress, like the snow, was as pure and as white, 
And noiseless her tread as the march of the light 
When at dawn it awakens the slumbering flowers. 
To rise and to drink of the soft dewy showers. 
When in dull pensive mood she would sit the long day. 
Low singing her song in her own humming way ; 
When joyous, her mirth was as sportive and free 
As the frisking young lamb on the daisy-clad lea. 
She loved me full well,*and she loved well my home. 
Nor aught could induce her from either to roam. 
To high seats of learning she aimed to aspire. 
And to range among books was her chiefest desire. 
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By night, and by day, o'er their pages she strolled. 
And loved all their treasures of lore to unfold ; 
In her high flights of fancy, she soared to explore 
The writings of Byron, of Southey, and Moore, 
From Shakespeare and Milton she often would rise. 
With Newton to gaze on the galaxy skies ; 
But of all the bright visions before her that lay. 
Most attractive by far was her own " milky way." 
Companion for fourteen long years of my life. 
Not a word had we ever of anger or strife. 
How few of her kind lived so long or have died 
Like my Lily, in peace at her cozy fireside. 
But startle not, reader, nor wonder at that. 
For Lily was only a Bookseller's Cat ! 
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|HE fight— the brutal fight!— 

Oh, heaven and earth ! deplore ; 
Hell hailed the shamefiil sight. 
And demons ^eUed ** Encore r 
Oh, England ! shame to thee ! — 

The ring — the blood — the prize ; 
Thy men of high degree 
Feasting their savage eyes. 

Oh, shame ! — eternal shame ! — 
To call them brave and bold ; 

To tarnish England's name 
With betting-book and gold ! 
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Oh, shame !— to see two men 
Shake hands with one another. 

With mock of friendly ken. 
Like brother meeting brother. 

Oh, shame ! to see them strip. 

With murder in their eye — 
With hell-taught science in the trip. 

And blows of agony. 
God's image now defaced. 

Say, victor, who art thou ? 
Ask them who England's laurel placed 

Upon each bloody brow. 

The bull-fight scenes of Spain 

Far less outrage the sight 
Than men who, moved by gain. 

Like bloody bull-dogs fight. 
The bull, when once he dies. 

Is dead and gone for aye : 
Man to be judged shall rise 

Upon the Judgment-day. 

Py Heaven's insulted name — 

By hell's high-toned applause — 
By England's blighted fame — 

By England's injured laws : 
By cowardice in mask — 

By courage falsely named : 
Up, patriots, to the task. 

And blame who should be blamed ! 



i86o. 
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Tell England's lovely Queen ; 

Tell Lords and Commons great ; 
Tell of the brutal scene ; 

Go, tell the Church and State. 
Petition now the Crown, 

And those in liigh command. 
To put the nuisance down — 

The plague of England's land. 
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|ANT, and woe, and devastation. 
Brooded over Erin's land ; 
Many a home in desolation 
Bore the mark of rebel brand. 

Darkness, over vale and mountain. 

Spread its gloom on all around ; 
Broken pitchers at the fountain — 

Trumpet with uncertain soimd. 

Days of sorrow, sin, and sadness 
Followed in their movu-nful train ; 

Days of gospel light and gladness 
Fled as ne'er to come again. 

In the city, town, and village. 

Few to sow the precious seed ; 
Fertile soil, unblest by tillage — 

Labourers few in time of need. 
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Hark ! on Sabbath morn the singing. 
Children's voices fill the air ; 

Up to heaven the music's ringing. 
Wafted on the wings of prayer. 

Whence this blessed reformation ? 

Few of living men can tell ; 
Grief at Sabbath desecration 

On La Touche's spirit fell i 

Saint of God, now gone to glory. 
Great thy joy and bliss on high^ 

Heark'ning to the prosperous story 
Of thy loved society. 

Joined by men of kindred feeling. 
Soon the noble work was planned ; 

God's own Spirit quick revealing 
Wisdom to the little band. 

Here and there a school appearing — 
Teachers scanty, children few ; 

But the work was God's uprearing. 
And has shown what God can do. 

Children, tens of thousands reading 
Every Sabbath day the Word, 

Tell how well the cause is speeding. 
Upward, onward in the Lord. 

Teachers, in their heart's devotion. 
Training souls for heaven above. 

Have not they a goodly portion? 
Is not theirs a work of love ? 
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Parents fiom their children hearing 

Bible lessons learned with care ; 
Morn and eve their worship cheering. 

With a hymn or simple prayer. 

Sabbath school, to me a blessing. 

Teaching others I was taught ; 
All I have now worth possessing 

There to me my Saviour brought. 

Raise aloud the song to heaven. 

Teachers, children, bend the knee ; 
Glory to the Lamb be given 

On this year of jubilee ! 




THE REVIVAL OF 1859. 

|LOW the trumpet, loud and long ! 
Sound the timbrel ! raise the song ! 
Through the nation flows salvation. 
Blessing them of lowly station ; 
Zion's gates the poor ones throng : 
There is knocking at the door. 
Never, never, heard before. 

Marvel not the poor are fed. 
While the rich are lacking bread : 

Golden treasures — earthly pleasures — 

Are at best deceitful measures. 
God has now a table spread ; 

Those who hunger are supplied ; 

Those who hunger not — denied. 
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Lo ! the Holy Spirit's near. 
Breathing pardon to the ear ; 
Souls releasing—sin decreasing — 
Love to God and man increasing ; 
Scattering every doubt and fear : 

Hearts and homes with peace abound. 
Shedding happiness around. 

Ne'er since Pentecostal hour 
Fell a more refreshing shower ; 

Sleepers waking — sinners quaking — 
Dry bones in the valley shaking ; 
Jesus, in His day of power. 
Making bare His arm to win 
Souls from Satan and from sin. 

Now the waters reach in haste 
From the ankles to the waist — 

Rushing — rising — earth surprising ; 

Far too pure for analyzing : 
To a river now increased. 

Sinner ! plunge, and reach the shore. 

Washed and healed for evermore. 

Proud Philosophy has tried 
Heaven's veil to draw aside ; 

Matter — motion — empty notion ! 

More of science than devotion. 
Men of learning have supplied. 

Little ones ! of such beware ; 

Vain Philosophy's a snare. 
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Children ! come — increase your joy ; 
Every gift and grace employ : 

Upward doing ! — still pursuing — 

Pisgah's lofty summit viewing ; 
Nought can here your peace destroy. 

Trust in Christ — believe and live : 

He alone can succour give. 



THE MEMORIAL BIBLE. 

The following lines were suggested to the Author by seeing, in the Town Hall 
of Coleraine, a splendid copy of the Holy Scriptures, vdth the follovdng 
inscription : — '' A memorial of the most gracious and wide-spread awaken- 
ing, which commenced upon the evening of the 7th of June, 1859, at an 
open-air meeting for prayer and preaching of the Gospel, held on the Fair 
Hill of Coleraine, where many, with * strong crying and tears,' were led to 
exclaim, * What must I do to be saved ?* and where many more throughout 
the night, and during the period which has since elapsed, were led by the 
Spirit of God to embrace an offered Saviour, and to find peace and joy in 
believing :** — 

lURCH of the living God ! this sacred page 
I Shall be thy witness here from age to age, 
I Sacred memorial of the Spirit's power. 
Refreshing as in Pentecostal hour. 
Word of the living God ! how sweet to trace 
This relic of the work of Sovereign grace ! 
Bound up with thee, this page, with love o'erfraught. 
Glad tidings tells of what the Lord hath wrought. 
I hail this Bible record, and the shower 
That copious fell, in Heaven's reviving hour ; 
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And when our children's children shall inquire — 
** What meaneth this ?* then shall some aged sire 
Tell of the wonders of redeeming love — 
Tell how the Holy Spirit from above 
Wrung from the smitten heart the bitter cry — 
*' Jesus have mercy on me, or I die !" 
Then, looking to the Cross, the glorious sight. 
Put all the terrors of the mind to flight. 
As wrestling prayer prevailed, and songs of peace 
Gladdened the new-bom soul, and brought release. 
This testimony stands more glorious far 
Than proudest emblem of the deeds of war ; 
Modelled and moulded from a heavenly plan. 
Trophy of peace on earth, good-will to man : 
Come, Holy Spirit, pour rich blessings down 
On this, my own, my dear, my native town ; 
Though near the goal of three-score years and ten. 
With feeble muse, and time-decaying pen, 
Coleraine, my heart, unchanged comes back to thee. 
Where the fresh dawn of young life's memory 
Beamed on my boyish days, ere yet began 
The strivings and the struggles of the man. 
God of my fathers ! time shall ne'er eflkce 
Remembrance of thy providence and grace : 
My Ebenezer here to thee I raise — 
My help, my life, my refuge all my days. 
Long as the lovely Bann glides through the plain. 
So long may this memorial page remain. 
Renewed and handed down from sire to son, 
A sign and seal of what the Lord hath done. 

Coleraine, 1862. 
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THE MARTYR OF DAMASCUS. 

In the dreadful massacre of the Christians in Damascus, the Rev. William 
Graham, Missionaiy of the Presbyterian Church in Ireland, had been 
placed for safety by the British Consul in the house of a Moslem, and the 
Turkish guard— who acted as his escort on leaving the place of refuge — on 
being attacked by a band of Druses, left our Missionary to his &te, when 
he fell a victim to their infuriate rage. 

||H£R£'S wailing on the Lebanon, 

The wolves are in the fold, 
I There's weeping on the holy hills 
Where David wept of old; 
The sheep are smitten by the sword. 

And Rachel's voice once more 
Is heard in Rama, as she sits 
All childless as of yore. 

The Turkish Crescent and the Cross 

Can ne'er united be — 
The coward Mussulman deceives. 

And joins the enemy. 
O Graham ! was there none to save — 

None near in time of need } 
Mourn, city of Damascus, mourn 

The sanguinary deed. 

Mourn, city of Damascus, mourn ! 

Like Paul, he went to thee. 
Bearing glad tidings to the Jew 

From hill of Calvary. 
His footsteps pressed the very paths 

The Man of Sorrows trod ; 
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He climbed the very hills that led 
Up to the Mount of God. 

He left his fatherland, and braved 

Perils by land and sea. 
That Israel's long-benighted sons 

The Gospel light should see. 
By night and day, he laboured oft 

Their language to attain. 
And, when acquired, a martyr fell 

On Syria's bloody plain. 

Prophet of Falsehood ! who art thou ? 

Arab and Moslem say. 
Who put the weapon in your hand 

The Christian thus to slay ? 
Implacable, unmerciful. 

Father of Lies his name — 

He gave the sword that you might slay 

And perish by the same ! 
i860. 
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THE TRI-CENTENARY OF THE REFORMATION 
IN SCOTLAND. 

||HREE Hundred Years ago there dwelt, on mountain 

and in glen, 
I In Scotland's chosen land, a race of brave and stalwart 
men: 
From sire to son they handed down a heritage and name. 
Unsullied as Ben Lomond's snow, and spotless as the same. 
Oh, for the muse of Israel's bard ! — oh, for a harp of gold ! 
To sing of all our fathers did in glorious times of old : 
Their witness-bearing for the truth — their bold front to the foe — 
Their faith, and hope, and holy love. Three Hundred Years ago. 

Three Hundred Years ago, God's Word was freed from Popish 

thrall. 
And right to read, and right to learn, was then secured to all ; 
And right to worship Him, whose law our every want supplies. 
According to its rule of faith, that makes the simple wise. 
And thus the lamp of heavenly truth was lighted in the land. 
And Scotland's Kirk and Covenant, and Scotland's sturdy hand. 
Held forth the beacon-light in love, with bright and steady glow — 
The Reformation light that dawned. Three Hundred Years ago. 

Three Hundred Years ago was owned, the standard of our faith 
By Scottish Parliament, and freed from Antichristian scaith ; 
And Presbyterian worship hailed with national array. 
Establishing its simple forms from thenceforth and for aye : 

Y 
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No other Church, of any land, in Reformation days^ 

Did e'er on Freedom's pedestal such high memorial raise : 

In all its long contendings — in weal-time and in woe — 

It nailed its banner to the Cross, Three Hundred Years agou 

Three Hundred Years ago, the mind broke error's galling chain. 
And soared on eagle wings on high through Liberty's domain ; 
And gazed with eagle eye from cliff, and crag, and rocky crest. 
And shook the dew-drops of the mom from off its sparkling breast : 
Upward and onward in its course it sped through fields of light. 
While Babylon — dark Babylon — lay grovelling in the night. 
Tyrants who chain the human mind, your fruitless task forego ; 
Stem Scodand showed the task was vain. Three Hundred Years 

AGO. 

Three Hundred Years ago, abroad was Mission work unknown: 
Now scattered wide by Scotland's sons the Gospel seed is sown ; 
The lofty mountains sing with joy — the forests clap their hands — 
And Scotland's Bible lore is now the light of many lands. 
And thus our fathers saw far off, before they fell asleep, 
A wide-spread field of enterprise, which we, their sons^ would 

reap; 
Now 'midst the streams of distant lands the healing waters flow. 
From smitten rocks of heath-clad hills. Three Hundred Years 

AGO. 

Three Hundred Years ago there lived — the foremost of the 

free — 
A man who crushed with lion power Rome's strong menagerie : 
The keepers trembled at his voice, as loud it rose on high. 
And earth and heaven re-echoed back life, h'ght, and liberty. 
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i 

Though deathless is the memory of that intrepid one. 
Who never quailed before the foe, nor feared the face of man — 
Still unto Knox this monument, as Protestants, we owe. 
Who built for us a sure defence. Three Hundred Years ago. 

Two Hundred Years Ago, there came to Ulster's fertile shore 
A goodly race of faithful men, our birthright to restore ; 
We hailed them from the fatherland of mountain and of flood — 
The sons of sires who fought the fight, resisting unto blood. 
Hence Ireland's Presbyterian Church sends greetings on the day 
When Scotland's Presbyterian Church holds Tri-Centenary. 
The bulwark of our liberty to Scdtland's sons we owe. 
And to our martyred ancestors. Three Hundred Years ago. 
Spa, Ballynahinch, i860. 
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SING the song of the Spinning Wheel — 
• The song of our by-gone days ; 
The lint on the rock, the back and the reel. 
And the fireside's cheerful blaze ; — 

The dance of the hand, and the fine drawn thread. 

So quick and so gracefully spun ; 
The click of the reel, as it slowly sped. 

That told when the cut was run. 

The mother within her old arm-chair 

(And a loving old one was she) — 
Her daughters around, all blooming and fair. 

And singing right merrilie. 
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Oh ! 'twas heartsomc to see, on a winter's day. 

The ndghbonr lasses come in. 
With the wheel on the shoulder playfidly. 

To sing, to chat, and to spin. 

And when at gloamin', the lads would come. 

And shyly open the door. 
The wheels would birl with a louder hum 

Than ever they did before. 

The song and the joke would cease awhile. 

To list to some tale of woe — 
Some legend tale of our own Green Isle, 

Of the years long, long ago. 

As the pliant bank from the reel was ta'en. 
And twisted and twined with care. 

The thrifty old dame would reckon her gain 
When sold in market or fair. 

And proud was she when her own gude man 
Brought the cart frae 'yo^t: the barn. 

And seated her snug, with his own kind han'. 
By her bunch of well-spun yam. 

Oh ! the Spinning Wheel was a blithesome boon 
To our Mothers and Sisters dear : 

There was work at hand from noon to noon. 
And plenty of gold and gear. 

But, alas ! what a change to the cottage hearth ! 

The song of the wheel's no more — 
The song that gladdened with guileless mirth 

The hearts and homes of the poor. 
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BESSIE GREY. 

AN INCIDENT OF THE BATTLE OF BALLYNAHINCH.* 

through Killinchy's woods and vales 
You searched a summer day. 
The loveliest maiden to be found 
Was Bonnie Bessie Grey. 

The wild flowers shed their sweet perfume 

Whene'er she passed them by. 
And put their brightest colours on 

To meet her gladsome eye. 

She gathered pebbles in the brook. 

And berries in the dell — 
A favourite wheresoe'er she went. 

The neighbours loved her well. 

And Willie loved her tenderly. 

And won her maiden heart; 
He loved and was beloved again. 

And nought but death would part. * 

Alas ! alas ! Killinchy woods. 

Woe worth the simimer day 
When Willie left his native hills 

To join the battle fray ! 

* At the Battle of Ballynahinch the insurgents were routed, after a hard con- 
test ; many of them were killed by the yeomanry in their flight j and among 
them a young ^rl of extraordinary beauty, named Elizabeth Grey, of Killinchy. 
She went into the action with a brother and a lover, determined to share their 
fate, mounted on a pony, and bearing a green flag. 
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And Bessie by her brother's side 

Rode on m sadden'd glee. 
While many a weeping one cried out, 

"God bless the gallant three!" 

Twas morning when they reached the hill. 
And welcome words were said 

By many who, before the night. 
Lay numbered with the dead. 

Fierce loob were quickly interchanged 

Between contending foes. 
As sound of sharp'ning pike and song 

From Edenvady rose. 

And shouts of noisy soldiery 

From Windmill Hill were heard. 

As proud defiance lifted up 
The musket and the sword. 

Now Bessie on her tiny steed 
Bore high her flag of green ; 

Where'er the battle fiercely raged, 
Killinchy's Lass was seen. 

Now woe be on thee, Anahilt ! 

And woe be on the day. 
When brother, lover, both were slain. 

And with them Bessie Grey ! 
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THE CHANNEL FLEET IN BELFAST LOUGH. 

URRAH! hurrah! for Ireland, 
Her sea-girt coast and caves — 
The Channel Fleet of England 
Rides proudly on her waves. 
Aloft the floating pennant. 
Abaft the Union Jack- 
Strong hands and hearts are on the yards. 
Firm footsteps on tlie deck. 

Oh ! the wooden walls of England, 

Her sailors and her seas — 
Hurrah ! for Nelson — Trafalgar, 
" The battle and the breeze." 

Hurrah ! for Queen Victoria ! 

Britannia rules the wave — 

Our sailors and our volunteers 

Are bravest of the brave. 
Shout, shout, the song of freedom ! 

Who could our arms withstand ? — 
Our sailors guard the ocean. 
Our volunteers the land. 

O ! the wooden walls of England, 

Her sailors and her seas — 
Hurrah ! for Nelson — Trafalgar, 
"The battle and the breete." 

The thunders of our cannon 

Break not the world's repose ; 
We seek not for dominion. 

We fear no threatening foes. 
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But if the bold invader 

Should near our shores be found. 
One broad-side from the Channel Fleet 
Would send him homeward bound. 

O ! the wooden walls of England^ 

Her sailors and her seas^ — 
Hurrah ! for Nelson — Trafelgar, 
" The battle and the breeze." 

Hurrah ! for our blue jackets. 

Our jolly sons of tar — 
In peace^ like lambkins playing. 

Like lions in the war. 
Reckless of hard-won wages. 

All generous as bold — 
The nation's honour they prefer 
To heaps of shining gold. 

O ! the wooden walls of England, 

Her sailors and her seas — 
Hurrah ! for Nelson — Trafalgar, 
" The battle and the breeze." 

Oh ! what a debt of gratitude 

To those brave men we owe ! 
They shield the cottage and the throne 

From inroads of the foe. 
While we are safely slumb'ring. 

They watchful vigils keep — 
Our homes and hearths are guarded 

When Jack is on the deep. 

O ! the wooden walls of England, &c. 
1861. 
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LIZZIE.* 

HEN the rose of June was blooming. 

And the summer day was long ; 
When the woodlands gushed with music. 
Eloquent with life and song — 

Lizzie on her death-bed lying, 

P.atient, peaceful, holy, calm. 
Like a bruised flower, distilling 

All around her heavenly balm. 

Solemn was the hour of meeting — 

Sabbath scholars of her love 
Pressed her wasted hand, and kissed it. 

Parting here to meet above. 

Solemn was her parting lesson 

To the fond ones of her care — 
" Seek from Jesus every blessing — 

Ask in faith — He answers prayer." 

Woman's mission to the poor ones 

First she planned with pious zeal ; 
Instant in and out of season. 

Hopeful of its future weal. 

And she lived to see it prosper — 

Buds of promise — fruitful yield — 
Woman bringing sheaves of plenty 

From a long-uncultured field. 

* Eliza Campbell, died 3rd August, 1861. 
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Filled with oil her lamp was burning. 
Though at times with feeble flame. 

Watching for the Bridegroom's coming- 
All was brightness when He came. 

Nearer as she reached the Jordan, 
Less she feared its surging tide ; 

Leaning on her Saviour's bosom. 
Safe she gained the other side. 




HETTY ANNE.* 

||N the banks of lovely Bann, 
First I met thee, Hetty Anne ; 
I Thou wert then a tender flower. 
Nursed in sunshine and in shower. 

Changes came — thine only stay 
Sank, and died, and passed away ; 
Lone and lonely thou wert left — 
Of thy dearest friend bereft. 

Help there came — a pitying eye 
Looked upon thee from the sky; 
He who wept when here below. 
Soothed thee in the time of woe. 

God of providence and grace ! 
In Thy works Thy love we trace ; 
Gratefully that love we scan 
In thy care of Hetty Anne. 

^ Hester Anne Nimmock, died 24th August, 1862. 
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Home and friends Thou didst provide, 
Thou^ her guardian and her guide ; 
Hearer of the orphan's prayer ! 
Evermore she felt Thy care. 

Christ to her from early youth 
Was the way, the life, the truth ; 
What His grace to her supplied. 
She to others ne'er deiiied. 

Up and doing all her days. 
Heedless of all human praise. 
She, like dew at midnight hour. 
Silent fell on many a flower. 

Visiting from door to door, 
Dorcas-like, she clothed the poor ; 
Mary-like, she loved to shed 
Precious ointment on the head. 

Well she loved the house of God 
Oft unweariedly she trod 
Up to Zion's gates, and there 
Bathed her thirsty soul in prayer. 

In the Sabbath school she shone 
Like unto a heavenly one ; 
Teaching others, she was ta\ight. 
Bringing, she herself was brought. 

Now the work of grace begun. 
Here and there a soul was won ; 
First the daughter, then the mother. 
Now tlie father, sister, brother. 
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Many a household blessed her name- 
Ever welcome when she came ; 
With the rich and with the poor 
There was still an open door. 

Unobtrusive, quiet, mild — 
In her womanhood the child ; 
Gentle as her favourite dove. 
When its cooings' told its love. 

Heaven alone will fiill reveal 

All her labours, love, and zeal ; 

Precious in the Lord's sight those 

Who with her as saints repose. 
1862. 




PEACE TO THE WEST. 

** Ye shall not go up, nor fight against your brethren." — i Kings xii. 24. 
*< Be at peace among yourselves."— i Thissalonians v. 12. 

AND OF Columbus ! — fair land of the West ! 

Where our Pilgrim Fathers found freedom and rest ; 

Where thy eagle-crowned banner all proudly unfurled 
Its stars and its stripes to a wondering world 
Land of great enterprize, knowledge, and power ! 
Land of the forest, wild-prairie, and flower ! 
Land of broad rivers — Niagara's Fall ! 
Land of fair Mission-fields — greater than all ! 

Spirit of Brainerd ! look down from above 
On the scenes of thy labour — the home of thy love \ 
JuDsoN and D wight! were your prayers all in vain ? 
Shall the spirit of Edwards revive not again ? 
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When times of refreshing, revival, and prayer 
Revealed that the Spirit of Promise was there. 
The Lord then prepared His own people to stand 
The peril of warfare by sea and by land. 

war ! — civil warfare ! — woe, woe to the day 
When brother meets brother in battle array ! — 
When a mother's fond love and the dawn of young life 
Are forgotten in scenes of unnatural strife ! 

What meaneth the conflict ? — God giveth reply — 
" The groans of the slave have ascended on high : 

1 will strike off his fetters, and cast them away ; 
For vengeance is mine — ^I will surely repay !" 

By the cry of oppression, of murder and strife ; 
By the parting of husband from children and wife ; 
By the iron that entereth the soul of the slave ; 
By the bones of the tortured that cry from the grave ; 
By the auction — the traffic — the barter for gold ; 
By the infant unborn that is doomed to be sold — 
God calleth in anger, Columbia, to thee, 
O wash off the plague spot, repent, and be free ! 

O Washington, WrrHERSPooN, Franklin, and Penn ! 
Will the fire of your love never kindle again ? 
And Stowe — thou fair gifted one — priestess of Heaven ! — 
Shall the lessons be vain which thy records have given ? 
Columbia ! thy prophetess calleth to thee — 
Break the bonds of the slave, and for ever be free ! 
The Crucified calleth, who saveth from sin. 
Independent of nation or colour of skin. 
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We hail thee, Colombia, bright gem of the West ! 
Where our Pilgrim Fathers found freedom and rest. 
May thy " star-spangled" banner in peace be unfurled. 
And the light of thy faith be the light of the world ! 
Avaunt, dire contention ! — fierce war, wing thy (light ! 
Shall the lamp of the Gospel be shrouded in night ? 
Shall brethren be foes, whose belief is the same. 
While one Lord and Master they equally claim ? 

O come and be one with the old fatherland. 
United, a bulwark of strength we will stand ; 
Then kingdoms, and peoples, and nations shall own 
The Congress and Senate, and Albion's throne. 
Great Protestant empire ! we hail thee in love ; 
United, a stronghold of freedom well prove : 
Like the ocean between us, unfettered we'll be — 
"Distinct- as the billows, yet one as the sea." 
1862. 

HELP FROM THE WEST.* 

BHEN civil war is laying waste the granaries of the West, 
And reapers few to gather in the harvest's rich bequest, 
! Oh, what a noble sacrifice — of generous deeds the chief— 
Amidst their threatened poverty to send to us relief! 

Hail, " Mary Edson," goodly ship, her captain and her store. 
And hail the gentle breezes that brought her to our shore ; 

* A. T. Stewart, Esq., of New Yorlc, born in the neighbourhood of Lisburn, 
hearing of the<listressed state of the operatives there in the year 1863, fieighted 
the ship " Mary Edson** with breadstuffs and provisions, as a gift to his fellow- 
countrymen — an instance of kind consideration rarely equalled in munificence; 
and also generously defrayed the expenses to New York, of a number of emi- 
grants selected by the trustees of his bounty. Previous to the departure of the 
vessel for America, the merchants of Bel^ist, the Mayor presiding, presented 
the commander, Capt. Nickersen, with a splendid gold watch, chain, and seals. 
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Stewart ! thy noble name we haiJ, worthy of Irish soil. 
Who sent, in Erin's deep distress, help to her sons of toil. 

America, we owe thee much — our grateful thanks are due 
To thee, and to thy goodly ship, her captain and her crew ; 
We give thee back a living freight — our children go to thee ; 
God prosper captain, crew, and ship, and send prosperity. 

Land where our pilgrim fathers found a refuge and a home. 
When persecution drove them hence, far, far away to roam ! 
Thou wast to them a shield and stay, and they were unto thee 
True husbandmen, who planted deep the tree of liberty. 

And may our sons and daughters dear, whom now to thee we send. 
Find in thy land a heritage — in every man a friend ; 
Bind in the brotherhood of life a strong and lasting tie. 
And link the Old World and the New in peace and amity. 



FUNERAL FLOWERS. 

** Yesterday a Queen's messenger brought from Osborne to Windsor three 
little wreaths and a bouquet. The wreaths were little chaplets of moss and 
violets, wreathed by the three elder Princesses — the bouquet of violets, with a 
white camellia in the centre, was sent by the widowed Queen. Between the 
heraldic insignia these last tributes from his widow and orphan daughters were 
laid upon the coffin — mementoes of domestic love and worth above all heraldry 
that ever was emblazoned." — The Tmes^ o^th December^ 1861. 

[IHERE were flowers, spring flowers, her bridal adorning. 
Bringing gems for her crown from the dew-drops of 
morning ; 

Round the altar and throne. Love's wreaths were entwining 
With snow-drop, and crocus, and red berries shining. 
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The summer days came, with their sweet-scented bowers. 
And the fond Palace-home was fragrant with flowers : 
She knew that to Albert the Rose was the dearest — 
Its perfume the sweetest — its tinting the rarest. 

The angel of flowers now his vigil is keeping. 
Festooning the cradle where baby is sleeping ; 
And the children are playfidly helping each other 
In culling sweet blossoms for father and mother. 

There were flowers in the household — each day had its floral ; 
There were flowers in the Palace, and heath in Balmoral ; 
By sea and by land, amid sunshine and showers. 
With her children and Albert she lived among flowers. 

Their union God blessed, and exalted the nation ; 

His Word was their rule — ^His Son their salvation : 

There was peace all around them, — true love in their bowers ; 

For the footstep is noiseless that treads upon flowers. 

There is mourning in Windsor — in Osborne there's weeping ; 
Sad, sad, are the vigils the lone heart is keeping ; 
In her anguish of heart — in the depth of her sorrow — 
"Bring me flowers," she exclaimed, "for his burial to-morrow!" 

Winter flowers through the green velvet moss are now shining. 
And wreathings for father the orphans are twining ; 
But with her own hands, in her own heart's devotion. 
The Camellia and violet she wreathed with emotion. 

** Oh ! bear these true pledges of fond recollection — 
The pure white Camellia will breathe my affection ; 
While the violets with perfume the grave are supplying : 
'Lord, help!' from the depth of my heart I am crying." 
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THE ROYAL NUPTIALS. 

TO THE PRINCESS OF WALES, WITH A SNOWDROP. 

!OME! Denmark's lovely daughter! 
Welcome to our sea-girt shore ! 
Welcome to our Queen and People ! 
Blessings on thee evermore ! 

Come when now the birds are singing. 

There is joy on every tree ; 
Flowers are springing, bells are ringing, 

All is mirth and melody. 

Come and cheer the Royal mourner — 

Mourning for the great and good ; 
Be to her a loving daughter ; 

Soothe her in her widowhood. 

Costly bridal presents greet thee ; 

Tens of thousands raise the voice ; 
Fathers, mothers, children, meet thee ; 

Rich and Poor in thee rejoice. 

Brilliants, rubies, jewels precious — 
Gifts of fond hearts, rich and rare — 

Diamonds of the purest water — 
Sparkle in thy golden hair. 

Wilt thou, 'midst these rich profusions. 

Lady fair, accept a gift ? 
First-bom flower of spring I send thee. 

Nursed like thee in snowy drift, 
z 
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Emblem of thy gentle nature. 
Of thy pure and placid mind ; 

Bending to the kissing zephyr. 
Bowing to the passing wind. 

Springing from an icy cradle. 
Casting off the winter shroud ; 

Lo ! the little foreign floweret 
Trembles 'midst a London crowd. 

Trembles, yet, withal, transcendent. 
Timid, shrinking, yet possest ; 

Love to English hearts is power. 
Love is England's high behest. 

Strong the ties of pure affection — 
Heaven's own gift to human kind — 

Albert Edward, Alexandra, 
One in heart, and one in mind. 

From a noble stem transplanted. 
Dwell with us, O lady fair ; 

Long may Denmark's snowdrop flourish, 
"Midst old England's balmy air. 

When the rose — the thistle — shamrock — 
Will entwine thy gentle stem. 

Then will England's crown, quadruple. 
Shine a glorious diadem. 
March, 1863. 



TO AN AGED FRIEND. 
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TO AN AGED FRIEND 



ON RECEIVING HER PORTRAIT. 




ilHE Spring and the Summer are past and gone. 
And the Winter of age comes slowly on ; 

I The flowers I loved in my early day 
Have budded and bloomed and died away. 
But friendship remains as an evergreen. 
With unfaded hue to gladden the scene : 
A light in the valley of human life — 
A calm 'mid the tumult of human strife. 
And this Portrait true of a friend I love. 
Wafts my spirit away to her brother above ; 
In the footprints he left behind I trace. 
His upward path to a better place. 
When those we loved are taken away. 
And the heart grows sad from day to day. 
Faith, hope, and love, give to grief a joy. 
Assured of their high and holy employ. 
This portrait to me is a relic dear — 
A memorial of friendship ever near ; 
Though our twilight hours are almost gone. 
And the night of age is hast'ning on. 
The promise b sure of a prospect bright, 
" At the even-tide there shall be light." 
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TO MR. M. PROCHET, 

A Waldensian student, on his leaving tlie Presbyterian College, Bel^t, for Italy. 

jEAR friend, now we part, meet again we may never. 
Till we meet round the throne for ever and ever. 
I Thou art young, I am old, and my pilgrimage years 
Draw near to a close in this valley of tears. 

Return to thy fatherland ; tell there the story 
Of the Cross, and the Crown, and the mansions of glory — 
Of the faith, and the hope, and the love that is given. 
As upward and onward we journey to heaven. 

Go home to thy valleys, where thy fathers of old 
Drove the foe from the field, and the wolf from the fold ; 
Fought the good fight of faith, in the perilous day. 
When the legions of Rome would have swept them away. 

Go home to thy valleys and scatter the seed — 
Even now, as of yore, is the time of their need. 
A voice from the grave of your fathers is heard — 
** Be strong in the Lord and the might of His Word." 

All hail ! to the worthies — all hail ! to the band — 
Who fought for their freedom and own fatherland : 
" The sword of the Lord" was their watchword on high — 
" The sword of the Lord, and of Gideon," their cry. 

There is light on the mountains, there's joy on the plains — 
Rise, Italy ! rise, and dissever thy chains ! 
Wake, Italy ! wake from thy slumber of years ! 
Lo ! liberty dawns ! — Garibaldi appears ! 
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Go learn from the Vaudois, the true and the brave — 
Whom Christ maketh free is no longer a slave. 
O blessed are the people whose strength is the Lord — 
Who live in the freedom and light of His Word ! 
1862. 



GENTLE BANN. 

ENTLE Bann ! pure, peaceful river. 

Gliding noiseless to the sea. 
Three-score years and ten are numbered 
Since these eyes first looked on thee. 

In the days of artless boyhood. 

On thy banks I loved to stray, 
Wond'ring how thy rapid waters. 

Passing, never passed away. 

Then I launched upon thy bosom 

All the navy at command — 
Boats of rushes, or of drift-wood. 

Whatsoe'er was near at hand. 

As they bounded o'er thy surface, 
I have watched them with delight — 

Nelson, Collingwood, or Gambier, 
Never had a grander sight. 

From the mount of lovely. Sandy, 
I have watched thee many a day. 

Toying with the dancing sunbeams. 
Merry as a child at play. 
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I have seen thee when the moonbeam 
Silvered o'er thy shining crest. 

Pleased to see its form reflected 
In the mirror of thy breast. 

I have seen the stars of heaven 
Twinkling in thy waters bright. 

Waking marvels in my young mind — 
How unquenchable their light ! 

Many a river I have gazed on ; 

Many a wild-flower I have seen ; 
But the Bann and Bann-side flowers 

Aye to me have brightest been. 

Onward, lovely river, onward — 
Nearer, nearer to the sea ; 

Life's a river, rapid flowing 
Onward to ExEHNrrY. 



BEAUTIFUL BANN. 

Suggested by the successful issue of the Bann Navigation Bill. 

EAUTIFUL Bann ! no longer the sea 

Shall keep back its waves and its commerce from thee; 

No longer the Bar thy traffic shall mar. 
Great ships, richly laden, shall come from afar. 
And thy lovely Colecaine, for her linen and grain. 
Shall receive in return, the vintage of Spain. 




BEAUTIFUL BANN. 375 

Beautiful Bann ! what a bountiful giver, — 
In all the wide world there is not such a river ; 
Thy salmon alone would give wealth to a throne. 
And is prized as the rarest where'er it is known. 
You may fish in the Dee, Thames, Liffey, or Lee, 
But the sport of the Bann is the fishing for me. 

Beautiful Bann ! how graceful thy motion. 

Through Neagh's lovely lake, running on to the ocean ; 

What a boon to the nation, thy new Navigation, 

To merchants, and fiu-mers, — whate'er be their station. 

From fiirmstead and store, like Egypt of yore, 

Thoult bear forth thy treasures to many a shore. 

Beautifiil Bann ! thy beautiful daughters, 
. Like Rebecca of old at the foimtain of waters. 
Are transparent and bright, as the dawn of the light. 
When the sun in his rising gives joy to the sight. 
Young Mary to me, — Portrush, — and the sea ; 
Will be dear to my fond heart where'er I may be. 

Beautiful Bann ! thou bringest to me 
The days of my boyhood when wand'ring by thee ; 
Thy banks of wild flowers — Mount Sandy's green bowers — 
The sunshine of youth and the measureless hours. 
When onward I pressed, regardless of rest. 
I was free as the zephyr that kisses thy breast. 
Portrush, 1863. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

WILUAM JOHN M'MUULAN, BOKN DEC, 1813, DIED FEBRUARY, 1 863. 

TH the shadow of the mountain. 
Stretching from the Hill of Caves, 
There is seen a little hillock, 
'Midst old Shankhill's crowded graves. 

One in that lone grave is sleeping. 

Gentlest of the human kind. 
Tender as a child by nature. 

Weak in body, great in mind. 

Unassuming — inoffensive. 

Loving peace, and hating strife ; 

Living heedless of approval. 
Dying in the bloom of life. 

Noble mind, with all its weakness. 

Soaring on the wings of light. 
Painting rainbows in the morning. 

Shadows on the brow of night. 

Melodising Nature's music. 

Ocean's throb, and Zephyr's sigh ; 

Mountain cave, and vocal valley. 
Echoed to his minstrelsy. 

From the highest flights of fancy. 

As he downward cast his eye. 
Loftiest, thoughts of lauded poets 

He could see below him lie. 
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Had the casket of the jewel 

Been composed of firmer mould, 
William John M'Mullan's signet 

Would have shone in purest gold. 




HAD HE DIED UPON THE SEA. 

Lieutenant Gardner, H.M.S. ** Edgar/* killed by accident on the Northern 
Counties Railway, during the visit of the Channel Fleet to Belfiist, ixth 
September, 1863. 

IAD he died upon the sea, 

Coi&nless been laid to rest. 
On the pillow of the deep 
'Neath the ocean's heaving breast — 
Had he died before the foe. 
Fallen nobly in the war. 
Glorious would have been his death. 
Worthy of a British tar. 

But alas ! in sportive mood. 

When the heart was full of joy. 
Reckless to the roof he climbed — 

Impulse of the sailor boy ! 
Onward, onward, rushed the train. 

With his messmates ; on it sped ; 
One was missing — search revealed 

Gardner numbered with the dead. 

Falling from that ^tal height. 

Falling — ne'er to rise again ; 
Mercy thus, by instant death. 

Saved tlie agony of pain. 
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Hark ! Old Carrick's ancient bell 
Tolls and questions of the dead ; 

See the mourning cortege move^ 
Strong men bowing down the head. 

No funereal pomp was there — 

Useless trophies were forbid; 
Simply lay the Union-Jack 

On the plain black coffin-lid.* 
Stalwart seamen wept and mourned 

As they laid hini in the grave. 
Sorrowing at the svdden death 

Of the noble and the brave. 



THE GOOD OLD PSALMS. 

••THOU my soul, bless God the Lord," 

For David's good old Psalms, 
Companions in my pilgrimage— 
Their melody embalms. 
The days when first I heard the swell, 
"All people that on earth do dwell.** 

O sing to me the twenty-third : 

I ever love to hear 
" The Lord*s my shepherd. 111 not want," 

It brings my mother near — 
The cradle hymn she taught to me 
When nightly bending at her knee. 

* With the true spirit and tenderness of British seamen, the messmates of 
Lieut, Gardner have since erected a suitable tablet to his memory in Carrick- 
fcrgus Church-yard. 
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" I'll of salvation take the cup," 

Sweet sacramental psalm : 
O wlio hath ever heard the strain 

So tender and so calm^ 
But felt that David's harp and lay 
Breathed sweeter on that vowing day. 

"Remember me. Lord, with that love" 

Thou bearest to thine own, — 
May I thy chosen people meet 

Around the heavenly throne. 
And there, amidst the angel throng. 
Hear David's harp, and David's song. 

Our Covenanting sires of old. 

In dark and evil days. 
From many a lonely mountain pass 

Raised high the voice of praise. 
To God they cried, nor cried in vain — 

Lord " the avenging foe restrain." 

Nor hymn, nor song of earthly bard 

Could aid devotion then ; 
Nought but the thrill of David's psalms 

Was meet for highland glen. 
No human strains of earth-born songs 
Could breathe like them of Scotland's wrongs. 

1 love the old Pr(y)hetic Psalms, 

They tell of David's Son— 
The fountain that He filled with blood. 
The victory He won — 
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His sufferings upon the tree. 
The crown of thorns and agony. 

" God's mercies I will ever sing," 
For Psalm and Sabbath-day, 

For David and his holy songs 
" Of grave sweet melody." 

" O thou, the God of all my praise," 
Accept the offering I raise. 




SHE IS GONE FROM HER LABOURS OF LOVE 
BELOW. 

THE LATE MISS HAWKSHAW, OF USBURN. 

<* Instant in season, out of season.'*— ii. Tim. iv. 2. 

ER life, like the flowers she loved to rear. 

Was fragrant with heaven's perfume. 
Her death was still as the silent tear. 
Shed for some loved one no longer here. 
Bedewing the lonely tomb. 

She died as she lived, in perfect peace. 

Beloved and esteemed by all ; 
When the mandate came for life to cease. 
And the prospect near of the soul's release. 

She welcomed with joy the call. 

She is gone from her labours of love below. 
To the land of the pure and blest. 
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Where the flowers for ever unfading grow. 
The waters of life unceasing flow. 
And the weary find a rest. 

Her lamp shone bright with the oil of grace. 

As she waited her coming Lord, 
And sweet was her daily task to trace 
The approving smiles of Emmanuel's face. 

As they beamed from his written word. 

To teach the young was her chief delight. 

Their training for heaven her care. 
In labours unceasing by day and night. 
With the simplest child she would oft unite 

In reading, and praise, and prayer. 

She is gone to enjoy in a happier sphere 

What nought on earth could give ; 
But her worth and her works bequeathed us here. 
Like the scent of the flowers she loved to rear. 

In our hearts shall fragrant live. 
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TIME WOULD FAIL TO TELL HER LABOURS. 

Miss Moore, of Warren Cottage, near Lisburn, founder of " Rosevale Home," 
died 6th December, 1863. 

** Always abounding in the work of the Lord."— i Cor. xv. 58. 

lARREN Cottage, by the river. 
Pleasant was her dwelling there ; 

I Tending now her favourite flowers. 
Bathing now her soul in prayer ; 
Though, at times, by doubt assailed. 
Still she wrestled and prevailed. 

Many an hour of anxious planning 
Occupied her ardent mind ; 
Giving unto God the glory, — 
Benefitting human kind. 
Training young and old hei: joy. 
Doing good her chief employ. 

Full of womanly affection. 

She unto the rescue came ; 

Now " The Home"- is her memorial. 

With it lives her honoured name ; 

And for aye it shall endure. 

Fragrant with the name of Moore ! 

There she, like her Master, laboured. 

Many a wand'rer to restore. 

Oft the penitent imploring, 

"Go in peace and sin no more ;" 

Mercy's gates are open ever, 

Man may close them — Jesus never ! 
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Blessed record, ''joy in heaven," 
Over eich repentant one ; 
Angels evermore rejoicing 
With their harps around the throne. 
Singing to the Lord above. 
Anthems of redeeming love. 

Time would fail to tell her labours — 
In and out of season plied — 
Many a widow, many an orphan. 
Oft in secret were supplied. 
Silent as the manna fell 
Round the Camp of Israel. 

Go and see in Connemara 
What a woman's zeal can do ; 
Church and school, and congregation 
Prosperous rise before the view. 
Lasting as the widow's oil — 
Glorious fruit of woman's toil ! 

Now her work on earth is finished ; 
Now her home is in the sky; 
Will the seed she prayerful scattered 
Now in hopeful spring-time die ? 
No ; — the field she sowed with tears. 
Shall be reaping ground for years ! 



384 BONNIE WEE ALICE. 

SHAKSPEARE. 

On visiting the tomb of Shakspeare, at Stratford-on-Avon, September, 1856. 

IM^^MNE Shakspeare for one world ! No new-bom mind 
I SK 1 Shall ever leave a mightier name behind ; 
I IC¥r*Vll l All poets of all nations own his sway ; 

Thoughts vast as ocean his — their's but the spray. 

Deep in unfathomed mines his genius wrought. 

Bringing to light the hidden gems of thought. 

Earth paused to hear his voice — the astonished sea 

Its billows hushed to hark his minstrelsy. 

Like to the orange-tree, bud, flower, and fruit. 

At once burst forth from mind's prolific root. 

His phrases have become our "household words" — 

His language like the music of the birds. 

Long as the Avon glides through Stratford's plain 

" We ne'er shall look upon his like again." 




BONNIE WEE ALICE. 

BONNIE wee Alice, 

She stands by my knee, 
1 Her hands fidl of sweeties. 
Her heart full of glee ; 
Sweet sprig of heather, from Scotland's wild dell. 
Come to my heart and home, bonnie blue bell. 

Bonnie wee Alice, 

The tear in thine eye 
Looks like a dew-drop 

Distilled in the sky : 
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Come, kitten, come again, sportively play, 
Alice is sorry she chased you away. 

Bonnie wee Alice, 

So playful and fimny. 
Like to the busy bee 

Searching for honey ; 
Sipping from rosebuds wherever you roam. 
Filling the cells of the hive of sweet home. 

Bonnie wee Alice, 

Thy prattle is dear ; 
Sweetly thy lisping tongue 

Falls on my ear. 
Gently thy little head leans on my breast — 
Kiss me sweet turtle dove, haste thee to rest. 

Bonnie wee Alice, 

Kiss Great-grandmamma, 
Give a sweet cuddle 

To Great-grandpapa ; 
Go to thy cradle-bed, heedless of cares. 
Angels watch over thee, child of my prayers. 




^^"^^^ 
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TO MR. AND MRS. F., ON THEIR WEDDING DAY, 

WITH A PORTRAIT OF THE REV. DR. CHALMERS. 

ICCEPT upon your wedding day 
I This portrait sketched so faithfully, 
I Of one who, while on earth he trod, 

like Enoch lived and walked with God. 

The Church — the world — all human kind. 

Paid homage to his master mind — 

Beloved, respected, and endeared — 

Honored by God, by man revered, — 

He lived, and loved, and shared the bliss 

Of home, and health, and happiness. 

Down from the highest hills of thought 

Full many a hidden gem he brought. 

Yet ever as he dared to roam. 

He kept his eye on love and home. 

Husband and wife, and children dear. 

In ^th and hope, and love sincere 

United lived ; — and when he died. 

One link was only cast aside. 

To be made stronger — ne'er to sever. 

When those who loved shall love for ever. 
4th August, 1847. 
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LAYS FOR THE BLIND. 

L 

IGHT of heaven hid from me. 
Sun, nor moon^ nor stars I see ; 

! All is dark where'er I stray — 
Night amidst the blaze of day ; 
Brightest beams of summer sky 
Light not up the sightless eye. 

All without is dark and drear. 
All within is doubt and fear ; 
Every step I take, I find 
I am helpless — I am blind ; 
Weak and trembling as I stand. 
Saviour take me by the hand. 

Holy Spirit ! from on high. 
Lead me near to Calvary ; 
Shed thy light upon my soul. 
Every evil thought control. 
Wash me from the guilt of sin. 
Let my soul have light within. 

II. 

The tunefid voice of birds wc hear 

In woods and summer bowers ; 
The hum of bee attracts our ear. 

Among the breathing flowers. 
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But plume of bird and floweret's dye 
Are clad in shades of night ; 

What others joyfully descry 
Is shrouded from our sight. 

They say the rainbow spans the sky 
With purple, gold, and green. 

But ever to the sighdess eye 
Its beauties are unseen. ' 

But God's own Word is life and light. 
Our bow of promise here; 

Our fingers trace its pages bright. 
And all within is clear. 

And though invisible to us 
The sun shines in the sky, 

Christ is the Sun of Righteousness, 
Our Day-Spring from on high. 



III. 

Jesus, leader of the blind. 
May I ever trust in thee ; 

Thou art mercifid and kind« 
O protect and comfort me. 

Here I weak and tremblii^ sund. 
Fearful lest I go astray ; 

Jesus,, take me by the hand. 
Lead me in the narrow jvay. 
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Saviour, when I feel thee near. 

All my steps are ordered right ; 
Let me but thy footsteps hear. 

And the darkness shall be light. 

Thou art eyes unto the blind ; 

O for wings of feith to soar, 
Hope to raise my heart and mind. 

Love to worship and adore. 



IV. 

There is a lamp that brightly burns. 
By which the sightless eye can see; 
Its beacon light revolving turns 
To earth, and to eternity. 

The Bible, now no longer sealed. 
Sheds on the darkened eye its light ; 

And all its precious truths unveiled. 
Now burst upon the new-bom sight. 

Silent and slow our fingers trace 
Letter and word, and fine defined. 

Oh ! what a miracle of grace. 
The Bible printed for the blind. 

Felt, but unseen, its records true 
Fall soft and silently around. 

As falls at night the silent dew 

Upon the dry and parched ground ; 
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And as the sun exhales the dew. 
Attracting it to upward rise. 

So may the Spirit's power renew 

Our hearts, and raise them to the skies. 



V. 

HAD I the wings of a dove, I would fly 
And mount on the pinions of faith to the sky, 
Wljiere the shadows of darkness shall flee far away. 
And the eyes of the blind shall be opened for aye. 

1 shall see, I shall see, shall know and be known. 
By the angels above — by the Lamb on the throne; 
Constrained by His love and redeemed by His grace, 
I shall bow and adore as I gaze on His face. 

No sun shall be needed, no moon for my sight. 
For the glory of God and the Lamb giveth light ; 
No night shall be there, all around shall be day. 
And the eyes of the blind shall be opened for aye. 

VL 

Around Bethesda's pool we find 
Among the sufferers — the blind ; 
But no relief the waters bring 
Till troubled by an angel's wing. 

Not so the fountain filled with blood — 
A full, a free, a swelling flood ; 
From land to land, from shore to shore, 
It gusheth forth for evermore. 
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Come to this healing founts ye blind — 
Ye need no help of human kind ; 
Jesus alone can wash from sin. 
Give light, and peace, and joy within. 

Though dark your path and dim your sight. 
At even-tide there shall be light ; 
When faith for sight shall changed be. 
The deaf shall hear, the blind shall see. 



VII. 

They tell us that the stars are bright 

Which glisten in the sky ; 
But vain they shed their heavenly light 

Upon the sightless eye. 

They tell us of the tints of morn — 

Hues of the purple west. 
The blossom of the snowy thorn, 

The ocean's sparkling breast. 

The sun that ushers in the day — 
The moon so fair and clear — 

Shed not upon our eyes a ray. 
To lighten or to cheer 1 

But He who made the sun and moon-^ 
Earth, ocean, air, and sky — 

Hath poured upon our clouded noon. 
The Day-Spring from on higL 
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Our hands can read, our fingers trace 
The Page of Truth and Love; 

And thus wc joyfiiUy embrace 
The message from above. 



vm. 

Come, ye blind, and list tlie story 

Of the Saviour, ever kind ; 
How He went about unwearied — 

Healed the sick and cured the blind. 

"Jesus, O thou Son of David !" 
Scarcely had He heard the cry. 

When He, as the Great Physician, 
Brightened up the sightless eye. 

" Go and wash in pool Siloam ; 

Thither bent the blind his way ;" 
There he washed, and came back seeing. 

Healed by the anointing clay. 

" Say, what shall I do unto you f* 
That our tyos xnzy opened be ; 

Jesus on them had compassion — 

Touched their eyes and made them see. 

Jesus has gone up to heaven. 
But the blind are still his care ; 

He is near to lead and guide them — 
Near them in the hour of prayer. 
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IX. 

They say the rising of the sun 

Is glorious to behold^ 
The shining of the harvest moon 

On sheaves of waving gold. 

The wild-flower on the mountain's crest, 

The blossom on the tree. 
The dew-drop on the violet's breast. 

Are beautiful to see. 

But these are earth-seen joys of sight 

Hid from the blind below. 
But brighter scenes and purer light 

Our Saviour will bestow. 

He has ascended up on high. 

Bright mansions to prepare. 
And many a long-benighted eye 

Shall gaze upon Him there. 



All praise to Him whose voice 

The angry sea obeyed. 
When, ^dst the raging storm. He cried, 

«Tis I, be not afraid." 

How sweet these accents fall. 

As grope the blind for aid ; 
Fear not, ye sightless ones. He cries — 

« Tis I, be not afraid." 
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Jesus is near to guide. 

Why should ye be dimiayed ; 

" Be of good cheer * ye blind, and come, 
"Tis I, be not afraid." 

To thee, O Lord ! we come. 
For thou hast gracious said — 

O come to me, whoe'er you be, 
" Tis I, be not afraid." 

O come, ye deaf, and hear. 
Ye lame, and whole be made; 

And come, ye blind, believe and see — 
"Tis I, be not afraid." 



XL 

Jesus ! source of light and knowledge. 
Thou canst open up a way ; 

Turn the darkest night to brightness. 
Brighten up the darkest day. 

What are scales upon the eyeballs 
To the darkness of the mind. 

Living far from Christ is blindness. 
Near Him, eye-sight to the blind. 

Life is death when far from Jesus, 
Death is life when He is near ; 

From our path averting danger, 
From our smitten eye the tear. 
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XII. 

They say the rainbow, like the flower. 
Is nursed by sunshine and by shower. 
And that it in the sky appears 
Emblem of beauty, bathed in tears. 
But ne'er on earth shall it unfold 
To us its arch of green and gold. 
But we shall see a brighter zone — 
A rainbow round about tlie throne. 

O for an angel's wing and might. 
To bear us to that heavenly light ! 
O for an ear to hear His voice, 
" Come hither up," ye blind, rejoice ! 
Then shall the rainbow's hues be seen 
In sight like to an emerald green. 
And He that sits upon the throne 
Like jasper and like sardine stone. 
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THE DAWN OF SONG. 

LITTLE wild-flower by the spring 

Looked beautiful to me, 
I As some secluded heavenly thing 
That I alone should see ; 
And as my young heart felt its power, 
I wept and loved the little flower. 

I wondered how so weak a tie 

Should seem to me so strong. 
While many passed it heedless by, . 

Nor deigned to it a song. 
I ventured of its praise to sing. 
And woo'd it as a lovely thing. 

I touched the lyre witli trembling hand. 

And startled at the sound, 
I never thought to gain conmiand 

Of music so profound; 
Yet still I felt a hidden fire 
Lay slumbering in the magic wire. 

Oft pensively I touched the strings. 
And felt the soothing power — 

The melody which music brings. 
In sorrow's lonely hour ; 

I found that there was *' joy in grief,** 

And in the lyre I sought relief. ' 

I felt the glow of friendship's fire — 
My early friend he died ; 



I 
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I Long time I tuned a broken lyre. 

And lived as unallied 
To any other — long he lay 
Deep in my heart's fond memory. 

In visions of aspiring fame, 
I climbed the trackless way. 

And found ambition but a name — 
A thing of yesterday. 

Man's plaudits which from earth arise. 

Are far too weak to reach the skies. 

And now on wings of love I soared. 
Oh these were halcyon days ! 

And still within my heart are stored. 
Their golden memories. 

And many a warp and weft I wrought. 

In Love's creative web of thought. 

Dreams of the heart entranced my soul. 

In silken chains I lay ; 
Captive, I owned the sweet control 

Of love and poesy. 
I loved, and was beloved, and gave 
Mother and children to the grave. 

Yet one was left — a little one — 
And she was dear to me, 

A beacon light that brightly shone. 
Upon life's troubled sea. 

And as ^he on my bosom slept 

Her mother's image shone — I wept. 
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From Nature's page of light and shade. 
Full many a sketch I took. 

Now gath'ring berries in the glade. 
And pebbles in the brook ; 

More charmed to hear the skylark sing. 

Than list the sound from Orpheus' string. 

Oft hr away from haunts of men 
I loved betimes to stray, — 

In many a wild and lonely glen 
I spent the sunmier day, 

Heark'ning replies to echo's call. 

From rock, and cave, and waterfall. 

Spring, summer, autunm, winter came. 

Nor songless passed away; 
Each told it? tale and had a claim 

On young life's minstrelsy. 
Whether in sorrow or in joy. 
The changing seasons brought employ. 

I never felt myself alone 

But in the living crowd ; 
I loved hr more to be unknown. 

Than known unto the proud. 
The song of birds, the hum of bee. 
Brought sweet companionship to me. 

I ne'er forgot the little flower 

That first awoke my lay. 
It was, in sunshine and in shower, 

A fragrant memory. 
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Flower of my lyre ! I owe to thee 
The heart's first throb of poesy. 

In all my musings now I see 

My thoughts were not my own, 
A hand unseen supplied to me 

Treasures before unknown. 
My life — my lyre — my aU — I trace 
To heavenly love and sovereign grace. 

My God, to Thee in evening hour — 

In sunset of my days — 
When looking back, the little flower 

Attunes my heart to praise. 
I bless thee for the early thought. 
The lessons which that fiow'ret taught. 



FORMER 

RECOMMENDATORY NOTICES. 

"THE SCHOOL OF THE SABBATH." 



'* We feel happy in directing our attention to this work ; the imagination 
of the author is lively, and his poetical talents promising. The feeling which 
this Poem is throughout adapted to inspire is, that of pity to the ignorant poor, 
and augmented energy to the promotion of Sunday Schools." — Sunday School 
Teachen^ Magdviine^ Londotiy July, 1822. 

" The object of this work is to enforce the necessity of inculcating moral 
and religious principles in such a manner, that they may reach the heart, and 
stand embodied in the life. The Author's design is truly laudable, and by 
those who have at heart the welfare of mankind, his Poem will be treated 
with much respect.*' — Imperial Magaztney Liverpool, September, 1822. 

" We have read this work with much satisfaction. It displays a taste for 
Poetical Composition of a high order, and gives convincing proofs that the 
Author has a Aeart to his subject. The versification is smooth — much after 
the manner of Campbell ; the topics, in general, well selected, and the senti- 
ments uniformly scriptural — while the whole breathes a spirit of the purest 
devotion and most exalted piety. We most cordially recommend it."— Dublin 
Chrhtian Instructor, March, 1822. 



THE VOICE OF A YEAR," &c. 



" Mr. M*Comb is favourably known to the literary public as the author of 
a considerable number of fugitive pieces of poetry, composed on a variety of 
interesting occasions ', and one or two more extended and elaborate poems, 
which deservedly command a large share of popularity. In the former class 
of compositions, a great proportion of which the author has happily collected 
in tile present beautiful volume, we have observed many a specimen of fine 
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sendment animating an equally fine form of expression. It is, indeed, only 
when these ingredients — lofty sentiment and lovely language — are brought 
together as by a cicatiYC hand, that poetiy < becomes' what it ought to be, ' a 
living soul.* Among sundry examples possessing scarcely inferior claims, we 
would direct the reader's attention to the * Songs of the Sun, Moon, and Stars,"* 
as realiang much of the pk of poetic life, and as highly creditable to the taste 
and talent of the author. There is, moreover, in these songs the charm of a 
soft, sweet melody, which reminds one of the enchanting far-away echoes of 
the bugle amid our glorious mountain scenery, or, perhaps, better still, at the 
charming Lakes of KiUamey. But we must pass on to notice ' The Voice of 
a Year,* the opening poem, which, in many respects, possesses merit of a 
higher order. Faithfully as well as poetically has the author chronicled the 
leading events which followed each other in rapid and thrilling succession 
during the year 1848. What materials did that awful year furnish to the 
historian, the poet, the philosopher ! and some of the richest of these materials 
are presented in the poem before us, in masterly combination. The swell of 
the fine Spenserian stanza, which has been selected for this composition, is 
well fitted to afford ' scope and verge enough* for the breathings of the sfint 
of civil and religious liberty. We take leave of the poem by strongly recom- 
mending it.** — Tait*s EdinhtrgA Mag/nsine. 

<' Mr. M'Comb is not unknown to our readers, as we Have on many occa- 
sions enriched our colimins with effusions from his pen. Not a few of those 
which we at the time so greatly admired will be found in the present volume j 
others equally beautiful are now in company. And although it is not easy, 
among so many gems, to make a selection, we cannot refrain from particular- 
ising the 'Lines on the Death of Dr. Chalmers,* which must now take their 
place bedde « Two Hundred Years Ago,* and * The Free Church of Scotland,* 
both, we believe, well known to our readers. The many Battering encomiums 
which have been deservedly paid to the present work by those who have no 
sympathy with Presbyterianism or the Free Church, find much to admire in 
such pieces as 'Songs of the Spheres,* 'Forget-me-not,* and other exquisite 
pieces with which the volume abounds. The opening poem also, on the 
stirring events of the year 1848, is especially a work of great power.** — TAt 
fatness. 

" The author of this volume is a well-known and respectable member of 
the honourable craft of booksellers and publishers, and, like Moxon and othen 
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of his fellows, he indicates in the volume liow before us a delightful familiarity 
with what is graceful and charming ^n the fields of literature. He has swept 
the harp of his country with the hand of a Christian bard, and evoked the 
tones, now of dirge-like lamentation and sadness, and anon of exulting hope 
and joy. Mr. M*Comb's * School of the Sabbath,' published many years ago, 
gave him rank among the religious poets of the day. Though constantly oc- 
cupied with the importunities of business, his eye and ear have been ever open 
to those passing events which, were peculiarly calculated to impress the sensi- 
tive spirit of one of the sons of song. Accordingly, we find that the present 
handsome volume largely consists of those effusions which were poured forth at 
the prompting of stirring, yet fugitive events and scenes. Many of these are 
of peculiar beauty, and will possess permanent interest to all who love the 
utterances of lyrical sweetness, and, above all, of sanctified taste. * The Voice 
of a Year* embraces a stirring and graphic review of the memorable 1848. It 
is a vigorous and well-sustained poem, exten&ing over fifty-eight stanzas, and 
embodies such reflections and lessons as are worthy of a Christian philosopher 
and poet. And, along with its companion-piece, we recommend it to an honour- 
able place in the library of the Christian family. The work has merits of a 
high order, and its perusal by the young cannot fiiil to increase their love of all 
that is teftder, beautiful, and pure.**— Rev. Jamti Hamlltorty D.D., London. 

** The subject of the principal poem in this volxune is ably stated by its 
title. Its theme is Revolution, and its moral the mbery and guilt of attempt- 
ing to change the institutions of a nation by the prowess of the popular sword, 
instead of the power of popular opinion. The history of the recent continental 
changes is rapidly, and yet poetically, narrated ; while' the contrast is drawn 
between the horrible condition of the convulsed nations, and the dignified, 
secure repose of England, blessed with a Constitution which h based on the 
truths of Revelation. Many of the minor pieces arc replete with images and 
expressions of a high order. The subjects have, all of them nearly, a local 
lAterest, and not a few are among the 'standard lyrics of our province.** — 
Belfast News-Letter. 

" Ever since the publication of the * School of the Sabbath,* some seven-and- 
twenty years ago, the author of the work before us has occupied an honourable 
place among the religious poets of his country. * The Voice of a Year* is one 
of the author's most successful efforts, and replete with deep and spirit-stirring 
interest. The spirit that pervades all Mr. M'Comb's productions is pure. 
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tender, and ekvated,- and this volyme is one of its happiest exemplifications. 
We rejoice that he has gathered into one so many scattered flowen of poesy, 
which, as they sprung forth successively, difRised a grateful perfume — and that 
he has intertwined among them others of new-born beauty, redolent of f^sh 
odO*r.** — Banner of Uliter, iph Nm/embery 1849. 

** Mr. M'Comb's reputation, as a poet, is not local, but national, and many 
of the most justly admired efforts of his muse are of the latter character. With 
one of his lyrics, however, his name will go down to the future ages of his 
country's history along with that of Moore — for one of whose * melodies' it has 
been, and, indeed still is, mistaken. We allude to that beautiful and spirit- 
stirring lay, * O Erin, my country ! although thy harp slumbers.* This highly 
popular piece firet ppeared among an early collection of poems by the author, 
entitled, * The Dirge of O'Neill,' &c. To those indispensable requisites in the 
character of a true poet — felicitous imagination, refined taste, elevated moral 
perceptions, and critical purity of style — Mr. M*Comb's claim must be uni- 
versally allowed, did it even rest upon no other foundation than his widely- 
known poem, 'The School of the Sabbath,' which secured to him the 
acquaintance and friendship of many of the leading Christian poets and philan- 
thropists of the day. The present volume consists of one long poem — an epic, 
in the noble, dignified, and comprehensive Spenserian stanza, and a large col- 
lection of furtive pieces, all of a high order of merit, and most of them marked 
by deep and ardent feeling." — Belfast Protestant Journal. 
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